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Although the obvious has often been designated as the least desirable, we 
feel that in this instance it is quite necessary. After having revolutionized 
Splinters — with the hope that our readers will not feel that we have gone too far 
the way of this tabloid-minded age — we must explain that the subtle, but not too- 
well-hidden, reason for the increased size is based on the fact that a greater 
clarity of reproduction can thereby be obtained. Can it be the essentially 
feminine in us that so desires to see itself in more and better photographs? 

Then, too, in a day and age fraught with crises, political and economic, 
it has occurred to us that the harassed mind must be seeking a “breathing spell,” 
and hence we present our contribution in the form of a section devoted ex- 
clusively to humor, where one is guaranteed a nice, comfortable chuckle. Some- 
how we feel that in our mission of solace, we are by no means to be scoffed at. 
This, though humorous, is in reality a verj r serious undertaking of General Worry 
Alleviation (G. W. A.). (That political influence again!) 

(I’m beginning to wonder why the pages were ever made larger — this 
will look infinitesimal in print, and I’m so hard-pressed for words !) 

In conclusion (it just has to be) we wish to make an appeal for generosity, 
especially to those who may disapprove of this newly-developed format, which is 
by no means necessarily permanent, in view of the fact that we are anxious for 
criticism and suggestions. Please be lenient with us in this our experiment. 
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ON DREAMING 

I dream — where lies my dream 1 
Beside a dying fire, 

Where the surrounding shadow holds a gleam 
And lifts its passing brightness higher — higher. 

I dream — where lies my dream? 

Warm in an ending beam 

Of light. I smile, and say, “My death — my pyre.” 

The flames leap wildly in a final spire; 

I dream, and dreaming tire, 

And sleep — and slumbering, forget my dream. 

Martha Walsh, ’37 
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THE LARK AT THE DIGGINGS 

( Suggested by a Story Heard in Youth ) 

The friends strode briskly on, and a little after eleven o’clock came upon 
a small squatter’s house and premises. “Here we are,” cried David, and his 
eyes glittered with innocent delight. 

The house was thatched and whitewashed — English written on it and on 
every foot of ground around it. A rambling rose-bush had been planted by the 
door. Vertical oak palings were the fence, with a five-barred gate in the middle 
of them. 

From the little- plantation, all the magnificent trees and shrubs of 
Australia had been excluded with amazing resolution and consistency, and oak 
and ash reigned safe from over-towering rivals. They passed to the hack of the 
house, and there David’s countenance fell a little, for on the oval grass plot and 
gravel walk, he found from thirty to forty rough fellows, most of them miners. 

“Oh, well,” he said after some reflection, “we couldn’t expect to have it 
to ourselves; it wouldn’t be fair even to wish it. Now, Tom, come this way; here 
it is, here it is, — there.” Tom looked up and in a gigantic cage was a light 
brown bird. 
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He was utterly dumfounded. “Wliat, is this what we came twelve miles 
to see?” 

“Yes! and twice that number wouldn’t be too many for me.” 

“Well, bnt where is the lark you talked of?” 

“This is it.” 

1 ‘ This ? This is a bird. ’ ’ 

“Well, and isn’t a lark a bird?” 

“ Oh, I see now, Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! ” 

Tom’s merriment was interrupted by a harsh remonstrance from several 
of the miners. 

“Hold your cackle,” cried one; “he is going' to sing,” and the whole 
party had their eyes turned with expectation towards the bird. 

Like most singers, he kept them waiting a bit. But at last, just at noon, 
the little feathered exile began. Simultaneously, the uncouth men gathered 
closer around the cage and amidst a dead stillness the bird uttered some very 
uncertain chirps. But soon he seemed to revive his memories. 

The same sun that had warmed his little heart at home came glowing down 
on this feathered exile here, until at last — amidst breathless stillness and glisten- 
ing eyes of the rough miners hanging on his voice — out burst in that distant 
land his English song. 

It swelled his little throat and gushed from him with thrilling force and 
purity ; every time he checked his song to think of its theme, a loud sigh from 
many a rough bosom, many a wild and wicked heart, told how tight the listeners 
held their breath to hear him. When he swelled with song again, and poured 
forth with all his soul the green meadows, the quiet brooks, the honey-clover, and 
the English spring, the rugged mouths opened and stayed that way, the shaggy 
lips trembled, and more than one drop trickled from fierce unbridled hearts 
down bronzed and rugged cheeks. 

And these shaggy men, full of oaths and strife, had once been light- 
headed boys, and had strolled about English fields with little sisters and brothers, 
and seen the lark rise, and heard him sing this very song. The little playmates 
lay in the churchyard, and they were full of drink, lusts and remorses, — but no 
note was changed in this immortal song. So, for a moment or two, years of vice 
rolled away like a dark cloud from the memory, and the past shone bright in this 
song-shine ; they came back bright as the immortal notes that lighted them, those 
faded pictures and those fleeted days; the cottage, the old mother’s tears when 
he left her without one grain of sorrow; the village church, the clover field 
nearby in which he lay and played, while the lark praised God overhead; the 
chubby playmates that never grew to be wicked, the sweet hours of youth — and 
innocence — and home. 


Elizabeth Bowman, ’37 


4 


SKELETON BONES 

At the nervous titter which fleet over the room, Mr. Flit glanced question- 
ingly at the uneasy class. What was in those stupid faces that bewildered him 
so ? His hand upraised remained poised, the long pointer held thus, indefinitely 
marking circles in the air. Another giggle swept the weary class. Into Mr. 
Flit’s mild blue eyes, slightly protruding in their intensity, crept a vague fear. 
Why was he always the one to bear the brunt of this detestable Form’s laughter? 
Mercifully the compulsory subject was drawn to a close and pandemonium broke 
loose. 

His pet pupil sauntered up to the raised dais. 

“Professor Flit, I’m glad you feel that way about the. . . .”, his voice 
wandered off to indistinction, then sprang again to fluency as he glimpsed new 
topics. ‘ ‘ The bones of the mammal are exposed to me in a new light. ’ ’ 

Unable to distinguish the hidden scorn in the boy’s eyes, Mr. Flit beamed 
his gentle smile in gratitude. He could depend upon young Smart to reestablish 
his equilibrium after another almost fatal destruction by Form B’s Hygiene class. 
He cleared his throat in preparation for a lengthy dissertation upon the “equus 
caballus”. Smart was brilliant, not only in the lecture room. His glib voice 
interrupted the anxious silence. 

“You, indeed, have prodded me. I shall go immediately to the library and 
learn the genus of that quadruped completely.” Shifting his books to his other 
arm, he hastened from the room, leaving rotund little Mr. Flit with mouth open 
in astonishment. He slowly closed it, pondering the perversities of human nature 
in kind meditation. His hand mechanically laid the ruler upon its books, 
gathered the papers defiled by doubtful etchings into his worn satchel. He 
silently thanked the bell for its compassionate surrender. He was exhausted. 

To the small closet he shuffled, fondly gazed at his old friend, Skeleton 
Bones, and reached for his ancient Mackenzie. As he left his class-room, his 
daily ritual for over thirty years unconsciously seized him. Yes, all was in 
order, the cabinet tiered with the grim victims of death, the book-shelf loaded with 
the weighty volumes of Professor Pinladen, and the scarred clock hanging 
periously upon the blank wall. Through the ages that venerable time-piece had 
kept pace with the unceasing flow of boys jubilant in their youth. 

With a lingering caress upon its fatigued face, Mr. Flit stepped from the 
quiet dust-laden room to the noisy resounding corridor, thronged with students 
wildly clamoring for attention. The professor’s hands fluttered to his ears. The 
action caused a smile to spread upon the young men’s visages. One heartless 
youngster uttered an audible sneering word, whereupon that group almost 
smothered in suppressed emotion. With a final pat upon the scratched bag he 
carried, Mr. Flit stepped uncertainly out into the glaring sunlight from the hall. 
He wavered for a moment before continuing, then resolutely proceeded down the 
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silent lane. Young Smart appeared from one group and offered his arm. With 
a glance of pleasure in which there was no question asked as to his reason for 
being present, Mr. Flit declined the small tribute and soon vanished from sight. 

Smart, turning to his companions, snickered. “The old fossil ! You can ’t 
tell me that bones don’t welcome hones.” 

At this questionable witticism, the boys jeered appreciatively. Suddenly 
at Smart’s elbow appeared a husky young giant. His friendly Scotch face, 
tanned by brisk winds and lined with merriment, was, at the moment, relaxed 
into a scowling frown. His arm closed upon Smart’s as he edged closer. 

“What’s the old boy done to you ? Seems to me he’s been pretty decent.” 

The other boys had crowded around joyously, anticipating a battle between 
equal contestants. For a second the belligerent couple had stared at each other 
and the possibility seemed a probability, but Smart had grimaced and shaken his 
arm from the other’s grasp. Disappointment gleamed upon the boys’ faces and 
a groan issued from their lips. 

‘ ‘ Whassa matter ? ’ Ya yellow ? ’ ’ 

“Why fight when there isn’t just cause?” Smart responded. 

The assembly split, but rapidly recongregated at Smart’s next words 
instigated by the desire to remain in their good graces. 

“What about a harmless trick on the old duck, fellows? I know a wow.” 

“You do not!” “Don’t say so!” “Come on, spill it.” 

For awhile the only sound heard was the busy buzz of whispers. From 
the group two or three separated. 

“Wliat do you think of it, Ray?” asked one blond youth to the Scotch lad. 

“It seems harmless enough, hut it might get the old man in Dutch. I’m 
not part of it, ’ ’ decisively. 

“Nor I,” answered several voices. 

The corridor had sunk into its frigid bareness, accompanied only by the 
streamers of dust particles flowing from the lofty windows. Down that cor- 
ridor a week later crept a stooped figure. On close scrutiny his face was re- 
vealed with the wrinkles of anxiety, dread, and exhaustion. So much had 
occurred that week. Only one short period of time and he was leaving the scene 
of his entire life. What awaited him, an old man, outside those ivy-clad walls? 
What further untold terrors lay in wait for him ? His thoughts were pierced by 
a shout ringing from the other end of the hall. He turned painstakingly and 
squinted into the glare of the sun. Young Raynale was running breathlessly 
down the long stretch. He has come to express his sympathy, thought Mr. Flit, 
but what good is that now? Yet, into his blue eyes stole a twinkle; Mr. Flit 
could still enjoy human kindness. 

Waving a slip of paper, Ray advanced upon him. “You’re back,” he 
cried. “Long live Mr. Flit !” With a breathless halt, he presented the paper to 
the professor. 
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SPLINTERS 


‘ ‘ I think Smart has something to tell you, sir, ’ ’ Ray supplemented. ‘ * He \s 
waiting in your room. ” 

With rejuvenated step, Mr. Flit progressed to his room, closed the door. 
Before him, the dejected figure of Smart drooped with abashed downcast eyes. 

“Mr. Raynale told me, young man,” he started. 

“But he. . 

“He said you were in here and had something to say.” 

“I I ” 

“Yes?” 

“We ... I conceived the plan but we all did it,” definitely. 

“You mean,” gently, “the skeleton’s appearance?” 

“Yes. sir.” In a burst of compassion, Smart poured forth the story. It 
was a lurid picture of the excited schemes of the Form boys. Theirs was the 
unintentional cause for Mr. Flit’s forced resignation. Upon the gathered 
assembly of the faculty, Skeleton Bones had made his grotesque appearance, 
frightening the women and thoroughly disgusting the men. But Mr. Flit had 
not been present! And on further inquiry no acceptable excuse was offered. 
The agitated teachers had held a speedy discussion, affecting the demand for Mr. 
Flit’s departure. 

Now, a week later, the mystery was solved and Mr. Flit patiently resumed 
his 'fight to conquer fear. The boys still tittered as he absently gyrated, still 
ridiculed his antiquated definitions, but Mr. Flit had gained one factor, a 
guarded show of devotion from the Form B boys. 


Marjorie Baldwin, ’37 
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HISTORY OF FLIGHT 

From the beginning of time men have flown 
In the air or in fancy alone, 

For to fly is to flee 
And to flee is to free, 

And the free have the world to roam. 

Daedalus and Icarus, the Greeks, 

Escaping to their homeland from Crete, 

Built them four wings, 

Fragile waxed things, 

But their crudest enemy was heat. 

The science of aeronautics is old. 

Leonardo de Vinci, we are told, . 

From what lie had dreampt 
Made an attempt 
An aeroplane himself to enfold. 

Now co-pilots check the compasses 
Of great tri-motored Douglasses — 

They wing away 
Any time o’ day 

And their speed surpasses their hour-glasses. 

Marianna Schaupp, ’38 
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THE BLESSED EVE 

A blissful peace hovered lovingly over the fields. The gentle lambs crept 
closer to their mothers’ warm side, their white fleece shimmering in the hazy 
light. Lo, a quivering star hung breathless in the blue vault of the evening sky. 
Its rays burnt gold and copper, shedding their glow over the sleeping world. Its 
amber light caressed the face of a bewildered shepherd. As if in response, his 
eyes prayed wonderingly. The air seemed suffused with the sweet odor of the 
earth. Heavy fragrance of the lily mingled with the dainty perfume of the 
grasses. A low essence of song soothed the waiting night, then swelled into 
glorious praise, reverberating through the still world, rising and falling in un- 
dulations of magnificent sound. The star’s glow became blinding in its 
brilliance and the fields were shot with glittering streamers of light. The 
radiance spread itself over the pulsating fields, dispersing messengers of splendor 
into the far reaches of that desolate eve. The universe shuddered in an ecstacy 
of wonder. The brilliant lustre of the star dimmed and a being, indis- 
tinguishable but bathed in a light heavenly to behold, intoned in accents ringing, 
steeped with the wisdom of the ages and ever mindful of the earth’s pathos and 
anxiety, the blessed message of peace on earth, goodwill to man. “Fear not, for 
behold I bring you good tidings of great joy which shall be to all people, for unto 
you is born this day in the city of David, a Savior, which is Christ the Lord. ’ ’ 

Marjorie Baldwin, ’37 
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TWILIGHT ON THE HILLS 

The sun, a huge red ball of fire, was sinking slowly in the west one 
evening in Arizona as we watched, awestruck, one of the most beautiful and 
majestic sights in the world. We stood on the edge of nothing, it seemed, with 
the vastness of the Grand Canyon stretched before us in its glory. Thirty 
miles across seemed near enough to touch in the clear air, and it was hard to 
believe that the mere thread of silver winding in and out between the cliffs was 
the raging torrent of the Colorado River which had cut. its way through the 
solid rock during the ages. Lofty castles with tall spires formed themselves 
out of the red cliffs and crags; then melted into still different shapes as the sun 
sank lower and lower. Slowly the purple shadows seeped into the canyon, 
covering the ever-changing figures with a purple cloak, and leaving us with the 
memory of a magnificent spectacle never to be justly described. 

Barbara Marden, ’38 
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A SHIP AT SEA 

Out upon the deep waters 
We see a gallant sailing ship. 

With one green light and one red light, 

She moves like a ghostly shadow 
Down the path of the evening star. 

Never the chime of her clock, 

Or her skipper’s bellowing call, 

Can be heard across the inky waters. 

When the wind is gone, 

And our sails hang lonesome and lost, 

Hers are full like a full moon ’s glory. 

On, on into the night she sails, 

Like a bird on wing, 

Always steered toward the moon. 

Thus we see her night after night, 

Appearing with the evening star, 

Only to be gone again with the morning tide. 

Eleanor Elliot, ’39 
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THE FISHERMAN’S PRAYER 


Dear Lord, 

Please make an extra run of fish swim into my net tonight and if you 
could manage to have them all salted and packed for me so that when I waken 
in the morning I could hurry right into town and sell them. You see, Lord, I 
need some smoking tobacco in the worst way and then, too, in that same store 
there are some new plaid socks, kind of flashy, but I’d like to own them. I don’t 
want you to think that I am too lazy to do my own fishing and packing, for 1 ’ve 
done ’em for nigh onto forty years, but if I don’t sell my, or your, catch, those 
younger fishermen will buy all those socks. I know, for I heard them talking. 
I know I don’t pray much, but oh Lord, I would appreciate it mightily if you 
could manage this for me. Thank you, Lord. 

Respectfully prayed, 

Silas Hatchet. 


P. S. Make them big fish ! 


Joan Waterhouse, ’38 
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TO ANYONE— A COLLECTION 

JULIET’S PRAYER 

I pray thee, morning, 

Tread lightly. 

For with thy coming, 

My lover 
Will be gone. 
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LAMENT 

Heavenly tears glistening. . . . 
Moonlight’s sad smile. . . 

Stars winking, because. . . . 

Two lovers parted. . . . on. . . 
A summer night 


8 

PRAYER 

Leave me now, dear, 

So that I may keep 
Memories locked in my heart, 
Untarnished by time’s passing 
And lovers’ mocking smiles. . 


8 

SOPHISTICATE 


Fool be I 

Who loved so well. . . . what 
Might not wisdom do?. . . . 

Cold is the night. . . more cold the lover. . 
When wise women. . . 

Make show of love 


Mary Lee Bailliere, ’37 
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SHIFTING SANDS 

Gay Bonner thrust her gypsy face into her cousin’s room and frowned. 

“Not up yet,” she ejaculated, looking with disappointment at the tall 
figure of the girl outlined under the bedclothes. “ It ’s too bad, for you ’ve never 
seen such a heavenly day. ’ ’ 

“Oh, yes I have,” Amy Fisher, answered gloomily, pushing one of the 
pillows behind her golden head as she spoke. ‘ ‘ I ’ve seen hundreds and thousands 
of them, all just alike. And nothing ever happens during the whole length of 
them. ’ ’ 

Gay laughed as she went over and dropped down on the foot of her 
cousin’s pretty green-painted bed. “Of course nothing happens if you stay in 
bed all day. You’ve got to get up and go out and look for adventure. It doesn’t 
come and flop itself down in your lap like an over-fed dog. Let’s spend the 
morning on the beach. Why, anything might happen here on Cape Cod.” 

Amy threw back the bedclothes and began hunting around with her bare 
pink toes, for her black satin mules. “Don’t get your hopes up,” she said, 
flinging a striped bathrobe around her. “This place is about as exciting as an 
empty oyster shell. ’ ’ 

Gay smiled as her cousin trailed off to the bathroom. While she waited, 
she went over and stood at the window. She leaned on the sill and watched a 
flock of sea gulls dip and whirl in the slanting sunlight. In the distance a figure 
of a man appeared and she watched him coming along the sand. lie had lost a 
leg and wore a wooden stump strapped to what was left of it. He managed to get 
along very quickly, however, and disappeared behind a sand dune. 

Just then Amy came from the bathroom, but Gay went on looking out the 
window, for now she saw a girl, walking very slowly with her hands behind her 
back and a most dejected droop to her shoulders. 

“Come, here, Amy,” Gay called over her shoulder. “Who is that?” 

Her cousin came obediently and leaned out the sill beside her. “That’s 
Marion Martin, ’ ’ she replied. 

“What’s the matter with her? Why does she walk along as if she had lost 
her last friend ? ’ ’ 

“She’s got reason, poor thing. Her mother has been frightfully ill and 
they haven ’t enough money to send her away. They have barely enough to keep 
living. ’ ’ 

“I’m sorry for her. She looks nice, ’ ’ Gay replied. ‘ ‘ I saw an old man go 
by with a wooden leg, too. Who ’s he ? ” 

“You must mean Captain Newgate. He says a shark bit off his leg, but 
most people don’t believe him. He’s had a terribly exciting life. I’ll take you 
to see him this morning. He ’s got a funny old house. It ’s an old ship that was 
wrecked right off the coast years ago. It’s rather amusing and the captain is 
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quite a character. He’s a fisherman and sells fine bait, poles, and reels. He’s 
the most contented person in the world, for he’s living exactly the kind of life he 
wants to live.” 

Gay looked at her cousin reproachfully. “Hurry up,” she cried, “I can 
hardly wait to meet him. And you call this a stupid place !” 

After breakfast they walked down the beach and found old Captain 
Newgate sitting in the sunshine outside the door of his queer, ship-shaped house. 
“Sit down, sit down,” he cried hospitably and the girls dropped down upon a 
long unpainted bench that was built along the side of the house. 

“Amy tells me that you’ve travelled all over the world and have had some 
marvelous adventures,” Gay remarked, hoping to get him started. 

The captain nodded. “You don’t have to travel to have adventures,” he 
said. “I’ve known some pretty interesting things to happen right here on this 
beach. Why, it’s a regular treasure island. If you knew wdiere to look for it, 
you’d find great wedges of gold and heaps of pearls and other precious stones. 
But it’s all in knowing where to look or maybe having luck about such things.” 

After listening to many of the captain’s interesting yarns, Amy caught 
Gay’s arm and nodded that they had better be leaving. They thanked the captain 
and started to depart, Gay, reluctantly, for she loved the old man and his tales. 

“You two are the best audience I’ve had for a long time. Come around 
again sometime. It’s been a pleasure,” was his parting retort. 

As they walked along the beach, Gay suddenly pulled Amy to a standstill. 
“Why doesn’t Marion Martin look for buried treasure?” she exclaimed. “Cap- 
tain Newgate might be right ! ’ ’ 

“You don’t really believe those stories, do you?” Amy asked. 

“It’s more fun to believe them, than not,” Gay answered stoutly. “And 
besides, it would be better for Marion to be looking for buried treasure than just 
going along in that dejected way she did this morning.” 

‘ ‘ Here she comes now. You tell her about it. ’ ’ Amy said impishly. 

Marion’s face lighted up when she saw the girls. Amy asked about her 
mother and Marion shook her head. ‘ ‘ She doesn ’t seem to gain a bit. ’ ’ 

They had walked along together some few minutes when Amy suddenly 
came out with, “Marion, my cousin thinks you ought to look for buried treasure. 
We’ve been talking with Captain Newgate and he told us some interesting stories 
about hidden treasure.” 

But Marion seemed not to have heard a word and when they reached the 
Martin home, she walked on alone, never looking back for an instant. 

‘ ‘ Doesn ’t she ever smile ? ’ ’ Gay asked. 

“She’s taking it pretty hard. She’s always been very sensitive and 
different from other people.” 

Two weeks later Gay, who was lying alone on the beach under a red and 
white striped beach umbrella, met Marion Martin again. The girl dropped down 
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beside her and without hesitating began to speak. “I’ve been thinking over what 
you said about buried treasure. ’ ’ 

“There might be some.” Gay laughed lightly. “Why not?” 

“Because it has probably all been found by now,” Marion answered, 
gloomily. 

‘ ‘ True, but on the other hand, there may be lots and lots of it left. ’ ’ 

“ It ’s all very well for you to take it all so lightly, but I can ’t just laugh 
about it. I need money so badly. I must have it,” Marion blurted out. 

“I’m sorry,” said Gay, gravely. “I didn’t mean to be flippant. Only I 
thought it would be something for you to think about while you ’re walking on the 
sand. ’ ’ 

Marion listened politely enough, and then rose to her feet. “Good-bye,” 
she said shortly and walked awav. 

XJ V 

Gay watched, feeling very sad, for, as usual, Marion walked with her head 
bent, her slim shoulders hunched up and her hands buried in her pockets. Gay 
saw her stoop, pick up something and then, after looking at it, toss it away. It 
bounded across the sand like a ball. “Well, anyway, I’ve got her looking,” Gay 
said to herself. 

Upon leaving, Gay decided to go the way Marion did so that she could 
see what she had tossed away. When she reached the spot, she stooped and 
picked up what was apparently a ball of twine, which she curiously put into her 
pocket as she continued her way. 

At home she showed it to Amy who wasn ’t particularly interested, for she 
had often picked things up on the beach. But suddenly she said, “Look, Gay, it 
isn’t a ball of twine. At least it’s woven instead of being wound round. I’ve 
never seen anything like it, have you?” 

“Why, sure enough. It seems to be woven around something hard. Give 
me the scissors and I’ll see.” When the last strands were severed, Gay gave a 
little cry, almost of fright, for a horrible, ugly and grotesque little idol rolled 
out. As Amy picked it up from the floor, the two girls looked at it with wide 
eyes, for something inside definitely rattled. 

Gay sprang forward and took it from her cousin. Her voice was very 
solemn. “I’ve got a hunch,” she said in a voice that shook with excitement. 
She took the sharp scissors and began to hack at the protruding stomach. The 
wood was soft and soon she had made a hole which quickly grew larger. Sud- 
denly both girls gasped with amazement for out of the idol’s stomach dropped 
three of the largest diamonds either of them had ever seen. They rolled and 
sparkled on the floor. Gay peered further into the hole and pulled out a coiled 
ribbon of some foreign paper covered with writing in a strange language. 

“Who would know how to translate that,” exclaimed Gay. “I’m sure 1 
couldn’t, not if it wasn’t French or German and I’m sure from just looking at 
that it isn ’t. ’ ’ Then she happened to think of Captain Newgate, for he was said 
to know seven languages. 
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Amy didn ’t think they would have much luck, for she didn ’t believe much 
the captain said. However, they put on their coats and raced down to his house. 

He was sitting outside the door again, wrapped this time in an old- 
fashioned overcoat. 

“We’ve found something very wonderful!” Gay began. “But before we 
tell you what it is, can you read what it says on this paper ? ’ ’ 

He took out a pair of old silver rimmed spectacles. Then he took the paper 
and smoothed it out. ‘ ‘ Hinderstan, ’ ’ he said promptly. 

“Can you really read it?” Am}' asked. 

“Of course, I spent sometime there when I was young.” Peering at it 
closely, he began to read in a slow voice: “These gems have been my curse. 
Therefore, I commit them to the sea. Whoever thou be that findeth these, keep 
them not, but sell. If rich, give them to the poor; if poor, enjoy the wealth.” 

The captain turned the image over in his hands. “Here is a hidden 
spring,” he said. “See, if you had pressed it — so — a little slide in the stomach 
would have opened.” 

“How were we to know that?” inquired Gay impatiently. 

“That’s right. You wouldn’t know that,” the old man replied in a voice 
of apology. “Well, young ladies, you’ve found a nice tidy sum. I’d judge those 
stones are worth about six or seven thousand ; but I may be wrong, for diamonds 
aren’t worth nowadays what they were when Iwas young.” 

‘ ‘ Do you think we can keep them ? ’ ’ Amy asked. 

“Listen, Amy,” Gay said suddenly. “It was really Marion who found 
that ball of hemp. I just picked it up out of curiosity. I think the diamonds 
belong to her. ’ ’ 

Amy began to remonstrate but the captain suddenly interrupted. “It 
don’t seem to me that you’ve got much to say, Amy. Your cousin was the one, 
after all, who picked up the ball and brought it home. She cut it open, too, and 
found the diamonds. Seems to me they are hers to do with as she wishes. ’ ’ 

At this Amy turned to him in astonishment. Captain Newgate nodded 
his approval. There was a twinkle in his deep blue eyes that only Gay detected 
with her keen glance. “It takes a quick young lady to find things,” he said. 
“If it had been a chest of gold, Marion Martin would probably have walked 
around it, for all I’ve told her to keep her eyes open. Somehow it seems as if 
she hardly deserves to have the diamonds, seeing as she was so stupid and 
lackadaisical. But it was the only way — ” 

He seemed to be thinking out loud and to have forgotten the girls. Gay 
looked at him sharply. Suddenly she said, ’ ’ Did you ever see that hemp before, 
Captain Newgate?” 

For a minute they looked into each other’s eyes; then his left eye closed 
ever so slightly. “I’ve seen and picked up strange things in my travels. Many, 
many strange things. Maybe I’ve seen that hemp, maybe I haven’t. Nobodj 
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but you, my dear, has listened so enthusiastically to my stories for some time now 
Of all the young ladies I’ve seen, you’re the sweetest and the quickest and the 
most winsome. ’ ’ 

Gay colored and had to fight back an impulse to cry. But she laughed, a 
little shakily, instead. “Thank you, sir,” she said. “I’ve never had such a 
lovely compliment. And I think you’re a dear, too. And I think I understand 
everything now.” 

‘ ‘ I think you do, too, ’ ’ the old man nodded. 

When they were on their way home, Amy asked curiously, “What did you 
mean when you said you thought you understood things now ? ” 

“Nothing — and everything! Perhaps I can tell you some day. Come, 
let’s hurry. Think how pleased and thrilled Marion’s going to be when we tell 
her.” 

“Perhaps she won’t take them. Perhaps she’ll feel they don’t really 
belong to her and that you should keep them,” Amy went on. 

“Oh, I think she’ll accept them. But if she doesn’t, we’ll have to make 
her understand that they were meant for her from the beginning,” Gay said. 

“What do you mean by that?” Amy demanded breathlessly, for Gay was 
setting a swift pace. 

But only her cousin ’s light laughter answered her as she followed her fleet 
feet through the deepening shadows of the purple twilight. 

Martha Walsh, ’36 
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THOUGHTS 

Deep in me are millions of thoughts 
That are striving for expression ; 

They are held back, shut in, 

Like caterpillars in their drab cocoons. 

But some day I shall set them free, 

And they shall rise from my teeming mind 
Like a swarm of gold and scarlet butterflies. 

Miriam Flanigan, ’38 
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HIS BROTHER’S KEEPER? 

An English essay dne in the morning! One thousand words! For days 
Bob Dexter had been tormented by this assignment, but naturally, he had put it 
off until the last minute, hoping for some brilliant inspiration to enter his 
wearied mind. However, it was only a matter of hours now and something must 
be done ! And how could anyone be expected to think with a radio and type- 
writer trying to keep time to each other in the next room? Where could be go 
in this mad fraternity house? Surely not in the dirty, roasting cellar. But 
wait — the garret, a secluded, mysterious spot, high above all the tumult, where 
surely something would come to him. 

For an hour Bob had been sitting, leaning against a trunk and at intervals 
chewing his unappetizing pencil. And there was the sparkling pad of paper 
in front of him, actually boasting of its unmarred surface ! Glancing about the 
room, Bob’s eyes rested upon the old trunk and he opened it for curiosity’s sake. 
At first, to his disappointment, it revealed only old books, but tucked in a 
corner was a fraternity banner, which he certainly could make use of. As he 
unfolded it, he discovered a group of papers in the center, and, although care- 
lessly looking at the writing, he saw the very same title of an essay about which 
he was pondering. Perhaps years ago some student had written this paper, and 
by some strange fate had put it with the banner whose motto, 4 ‘Help your 
fraternity brother,” had just come true. Seeing how well composed the essay 
was, Bob copied it down word for word, visualizing in his mind how surprised 
his professor would be to correct such an excellent paper. 

A few days after he had proudly and joyfully handed in the completed 
manuscript, Bob was sitting impatiently in the class-room with his friends, 
waiting for the corrected papers. The little professor, with no remarks, re- 
turned the none-too-weli written essays until he came to Bob’s. Then — in loud 
and rather sarcastic tones — he addressed the class with these words, “This paper, 
a B— |— , which I am returning now, is by far the best work that I have received. 
However, years ago,, when I went here to college and lived in the house whose 
motto is “Help your fraternity brother,” it earned an A !” 


Jean McGay, ’38 
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LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM 

How strange it seems that God came down 
To such a humble little town. 

Could He become so very small 
And dwell within a cattle stall ? 

Was He so meek that He was able 
To sleep within a lowly stable ? 

’Twas there that Mary did give birth 
To a Savior for this earth. 

I’ve learned a poor, weak Christ-child can 
Become a great and godly man. 

I think at Christmas God can be 
So small that He may live with me. 

I know His loving tender heart 
Is of my humble home a part. 

I’m sure His love and light can shine 
Within His world and into mine. 


Martha Walsh, ’36 
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HOW SAD 

I had a bear by the name of Horace, 

Who was so very cute ; 

His middle name, ’tis true, was Morris, 

And he wore a green checked suit. 

All day he ran around the house, 

Playing with m3" cat, 

Pretending that she was a mouse, 

And he ate her — just like that. 

We buried her out in the 3 r ard, 

But Horace dug her up ; 

We put a big watch dog on guard — 

He ate Horace for his sup ! 

Jean Clarke, ’40 
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THE FATE OF THE TWO LITTLE PRINCES 

Across tlie floor the moonlight crept 
And all of London was still; 

There the two little princes slept 
While Richard the Third cried, “Kill!” 

A stranger lurked in the murky hall, 

At last the royal door he found ; 

The tower was covered by death ’s grey pall, 

He entered with hardly a sound. 

A squeaking latch awakened the two ; 

The youngest with rumpled hair, 

With youthful cheeks and eyes of blue, 

Cried out in his fright, “Who’s there?” 

To his anxious query no voice replied, 

The killer crept stealthily near ; 

Around the turrets the cold wind sighed, 

The royal face was covered with fear. 

Then he saw the looming shape, 

As the murderer neared the bed ; 

Suddenly death swirled his silken cape, 

The first little prince was dead. 

The other awoke with a startled cry. 

With eyes of a pleading faun, 

‘ ‘ Don ’t kill me, ’ ’ he said, ‘ ‘ I don ’t want ’ ’ — a sigh, 

The last of the princes was gone. 

They sealed the door before they VI go, 

The tale ne’er reached the city; 

There were none ever to know, 

There were none to pity. 

Across the floor the moonlight crept, 

And all of London was still ; 

There the two little princes slept, 

While Richard the Third cried, “Kill!” 

Eloise Dickey, ’38 
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WHY? 

The vestment’s snowy white is splashed with the glowing colors of the 
great arched window. Lofty vaulted ceilings issue grandly from the rotund 
pillars, gleaming in their marble beauty, marble, tinctured with the gloss of the 
ages, but touched with the infinite blemishes of a faulty universe. The humble 
altar becomes the table of the Lord. Goblets of gold shimmer in the sparkle of 
the heavenly sun and the silver paten, once clothed with glistening white, is 
transformed to a bowl of flaming embers, dashing forth tongues of fire that tip 
the ivory candles with minute comets. The fragile incense of wine is inter- 
mingled w r ith the smoky fragrance of slender bayberry tusks proudly uplifted in 
their precious standards. Down the dusky aisles a pulsating voice sinks, then 
soars, rising and falling, sending its silver shafts into the reaches of that mag- 
nificent House. The small mouth becomes an infinitesimal oval, the figure, 
swaying in the high organ-stall, swallowed by the giant tubes. The song only 
remains, lingers briefly, then is caught up as the final chords are uttered by the 
rejoicing choir, their music swelling to greet the mighty chorus. The great 
beams stretched across the dome, carved with the pitiful remnants of the 
Crucifixion, the saintly procession of the grave disciples, return in muted 
response the clamoring of many tongues. Tufts of silvery light, flashes of golden 
arrows shot from the quiver of God, dainty fusion of holy incense with Nature’s 
messengers, intermingle in sacred harmony with the ringing notes as they faint 
away, burst forth again as if to combat the dying song, then subside into repose. 
The organ’s voice, unaccompanied now, glides from indistinct melody, slipping 
onward, gradually reaching the exulting desire when it triumphs with a shrill 
blast, deafening those prostrate in prayer. Flung from its majestic heights, it 
falls and tumbles to a gentle stream of music. All is still. 

But, hold ! The face of the small singer is uplifted as if listening to a 
heavenly choir, as if visualizing the gossamer robes of that angelic assembly. His 
trills rush forth to salute that band, crescending in wild tumult of exultation. 
The men and women below turn their heads. Whispering issues from their 
vulgar lips. Was not the cantata ended? Why did that tiny child continue? 
Why? 


Marjorie Baldwin, ’37 
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WHO SAID BORROWING WAS CHEAP? 

Say, Mary, see the peach of a rifle I just borrowed from Ed. Brand new 
twenty-two, it is. 

What? You think I should take it right back? Well for — Not on your 

life ! 

But what could I possibly do that — 

Well, never mind. I’m going hunting, anyhow. There’s Joe now. Oh 
Joe-e-e, hi Joe ! 

So long, Mary. I’ll bring you back a fine turkey for Thanksgiving. No, 
I won’t shoot myself. Yes, I’ll be careful not to break the gun. All right, all 
right. Goodbye — 

Whew. Glad that’s over with. Is Helen as bad as Mary, Joe? No? 
Well, lucky man. Now Mary has some fool idea that borrowing is extravagant. 
Don’t know where she gets it, I must say. 

Hey, will you look at that beauty of a bird. I can just taste him now, all 
dressed in Mary’s special way. Oh, boy ! 

Steady now, Bill, s-t-e-a-d-y ; oh kay, let ’er rip ! Ah, got ’m. Now what 
will Mary have to say about borrow — 

Hey, Joe, where are you? What in — Oh, hello, officer, fine day, isn’t it? 
Well, uh, guess I’d better be going — No? You don’t think so? Say, what’s the 
big idea? No, I didn’t see any sign. What’s it say? Oh, I see. No hunting, 
huh? Fine of fifty dollars for breaking law, huh? Well, uli,-er, just as you 
say, officer. — - 

Now, what will Mary say? 

Hortense Smith, ’37 
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IN LIEU OF DICTATOR 

Oh God, look on this lesser god 
And show him how it’s done; 

Let not his feet despoil this earth 
Where once free people trod. 

Some say ’tis he we praise, not Thee, 
For rain, for glowing sun ; 

Let us thank Thee, in simple words, 
For wheat and fertile sod. 


Eloise Dickey, ’38 



CALENDAR 


ochool 

<7\(otes 


September 

23rd — School opened today. Such scrambling ! Back to all the old girls ! 
The new girls, too, look like lots of fun. It’s going to be a great year ! 

October 

3rd — Many new r girls are getting acquainted with the various points of 
interest in near-by New England — The Wayside Inn, Lexington and Concord, 
The House of Seven Gables. 

4th — Rev. Percy Thomas gave us an informal talk tonight at Vesper 
Service about the importance of one’s private thoughts. It’s really worth 
thinking about. 

12th — What a marvelous display the Rogers Hall girls put on at the 
Mitchell Riding Academy Horse Show. “We’re Ridin’ High!” 

16th — Such excitement tonight when we all went to Boston to see “Call 
It a Day.” (Did I hear someone say she wanted to be an actress?) 

17th — What a wonderfully “wet” game that Harvard- Army game was 
today. Even if we did get our best shoes covered with mud, and our hair 
soaking wet. (But does beauty always matter?) 

22nd — What fun we old Kavas and Caes had initiating the unsuspecting 
new girls into our respective clubs. They bore up admirably ! More power to 
yuh, my friends ! 
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24th — Hamlet ! Never did we really appreciate Shakespeare until we saw 
Leslie Howard’s portrayal. 

25th — Mr. Heller played all our favorite pieces at Vesper Service this 
afternoon. Oh, inspiration, thou illusive thing! The little boy he brought along 
from St. Anne’s choir quite captivated us with his songs. P. S. — Did you see his 
smile ? 

31st — What a delicious Hallowe’en supper Miss Bagster served us — 
apples, cider, doughnuts, n ’everything. 
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November 

8th — Mrs. McGay gave the new girls a talk about the various interests of 
the Rogers family. 

12th — Today, the long anticipated Cae-Kava hockey game. Better luck 
next time, Kava! ! P. S. — The sherbet Mrs. McGay served to the teams after 
the game certainly tasted good ! 

20th — The last ride of the season at Woodmoreland Riding Academy 
(Yes, we heard all about the sick horse — to say nothing of the lone country road !) 

25th — Home for Thanksgiving vacation — a welcomed rest (?) after our 
hard (?) studying. 
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December 

5th — At last! The much discussed (but we wouldn’t admit it before) 
Andover Dance. Strange to hear men’s voices — “Haven’t I met you somewhere 
before?” All too soon it ended. (Did I hear someone say, “Wonder if he’ll 
write?”) 

6th — The morning after — what a relief not having to get dressed for 
breakfast — and no church ! (Did your feet hurt as much as mine?) And what 
a day! For some of us Rachmaninoff in the afternoon, and Walpole in the 
evening — both at Symphony Hall. 

13th — A beautiful Christmas Vesper Service conducted by the students, 
with candlelight and soft music. 

14th — “Buzz-buzzing” plans for vacation and a dress rehearsal for 
tomorrow night. (Hope the Pageant is a hit !) 

15th — Hurried hugs and a mad scramble to make connections — Homeward 
bound! (The Pageant went off beautifully!) 
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January 

6th — Back to school after a wonderful vacation. Much talk about “what 
I did.” (You’re not homesick already, you big sissy?) 
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23rd — What a marvelous evening! Went to the Andover Return Dance. 
“Did you notice. . . . ?” “Wasn’t he smooth?” (Pood for talk — thought ( ?) for 
ages) . 

24th — A delightful program of music by Mr. Heller and Mr. Niccoli. 
(Violin music just gets me !) 
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February 

1st — Do our heads ache? Why do we always spend so much time cram- 
ming for exams ? 

5th — Three cheers for Mrs. McGay and Miss McMillin for giving us a free 
afternoon and a movie privilege tonight. Maybe those exams were worth taking 
after all ! 

8th — Another Symphony — this time Rimski-Korsakov’s Scheherazade. 

13th — They really can cook ! The cooking class entertained us royally at 
a Valentine supper party after we returned from seeing Geilgud ’s ‘ 4 Hamlet. ’ ’ 

14th — A Valentine Vesper Service conducted by the “gals” with a bit of 
poetry, music, and a story of St. Valentine. 

19th — And so, for nine of us, Andover Prom ! Such fun ! The Andover 
gentlemen are perfect hosts. (“You’re looking devine tonight, my deah !”) 

20th — What a week-end ! Soft lights and sweet music in the beautifully 
decorated gym where we gave our Midwinter Prom. Why do all perfect 
evenings have to end? (Don’t you dare step on my toes again, my friend.) 

21st — Lovely Russian music at St. Anne’s. 

26th — Off to a “winter wonderland.” Bonnie Oaks, if you insist! Is it 
the snow that beckons, or the attractive Dartmouth boys ? 

28th — We return to the “White Gates” after a simply marvelous week- 
end, spent in skiing, tobogganing, and — dancing ! The Dartmouth boys were 
superfluous, or do I mean, superb? (Did someone fall — down?) 

E. C. 
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THE OLD GIRLS’ PARTY FOR THE NEW 

Girls costumed as song titles? Why yes, there’s Shoeshine Boy and 
Hearts and Flowers! The old girls’ party for the new was being held in the 
schoolroom ’mid the blare of jazz and excited cries. Entertainment was given 
by well-known radio stars and the famous apache dancers, Mac and Dickey. 
After prizes were given out for the best impersonators, everyone, now well 
acquainted, enjoyed the traditional cider and doughnuts. 


J. M. 


24 


SPLINTERS 


MR. THOMAS 

On Sunday afternoon, October fourth, Rogers Hall had the great pleasure 
of listening to an informal talk given at the school by Rev. Percy E. Thomas, 
pastor of the First Congregational Church. His chosen subject was “What We 
Say to Ourselves is Just as Important as What We Say to Anybody Else Except 
God.” He emphasized the fact that when we are thinking to ourselves we are 
talking to ourselves, quoting Cicero ’s famous saying, ‘ ‘ A man is never less alone 
than when he is by himself. ” Dr. Thomas indicated that we should all, therefore, 
develop the habit of talking clearly, sanely and courageously to ourselves. 


HORSE SHOW AT MITCHELL’S RIDING SCHOOL 


Lovers of horses were given the opportunity to indulge their passion last 
October, the twelfth, at the annual Fall Horse Show sponsored by the Mitchell 
Riding School. Several of the girls participated in various events, with Eleanor 
Elliott coming through with flying colors, specifically, with a blue ribbon for 
first place in the Rogers Hall Class Competition and a red streamer indicating 
second place in the finals. 

The following girls were entered in the Show : 


Eleanor Elliott 

rode 

“Tom” 

Constance Qua 

£ £ 

“Colonel” 

Doris Johnson 

£ £ 

“Beauty” 

Louise Scannell 

£ t 

“Red Wing” 

Jean McGay 

£ £ 

‘ ‘ Racketeer ’ ’ 

Helen Lee 

£ £ 

“Blackie” 

Jean Forbes 

£ £ 

“Rex” 

Margery Riddell 

£ £ 

“Moon Mullens 
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AAV ARDS 

Pair Riding — Jean Forbes, 2nd place. 

Rogers Hall Competition — Eleanor Elliott, 1st place; Doris Johnson, 2nd 
place ; Jean Forbes, 3rd place. 

Championship — Eleanor Elliott — 2nd place. 

H. S. 
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CAE-KAVA INITIATIONS 

A passer-by, glancing casually over the school grounds on October fifteenth, 
might have been startled at what he saw; but his fears would have been allayed 
and replaced by chuckles of appreciation as it became evident that the annual 
Cae-Kava initiations were taking place. 
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As for the participants in this gala affair, from personal experience I can 
state that the weird costumes of strangely assorted apparel and the ridiculous 
pineapple-shaped hair-dos which were the fashion, of the day for the new girls did 
not afford them the same amusement as Avas derived from the spectacle by mere 
onlookers. 

But these Avorries faded into the background with the advent of a new 
torment : food. Food? Ah, no, I craA r e pardon. EA T en such an optimistic lo\ ? er 
of sustenance as T could not rightfully name those articles “food.” To satisfy 
any morbid curiosity Avhicli may be aroused, let it suffice to mention one of the 
articles : yes, none other than that old bane of childhood, castor-oil. 

All things, hoAvever, must eventually come to an end, initiations not ex- 
cepted. And I am sure that I, for one, doubly enjoyed the appetizing repast at 
dinner that night as a reAvard for the arduous day’s toil. 

H. S. 
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ARMY-HARVARD GAME 

The Saturday of October the seA r enteenth Avas a day of much cheering and 
Avaving of banners for most of the girls, as it Avas passed in Cambridge at the 
Army-Harvard football game. In spite of a persistent drizzle, excitement and 
enthusiasm preA r ailed the whole day, though a feAV of our friends were deeply 
chagrined at the disastrous defeat of the Harvard squad. 

H. S. 
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A CONCERT BY MR. HELLER 

At Sunday evening A^espers held at Rogers Hall at five o’clock on October 
twenty-seventh, Mr. Heller entertained the school with a delightful program of 
piano selections. To add to the interest of the program, Mr. Heller presented 
ten year old AVilliam Davis, Jr., one of his choir boys at St. Anne’s church, Avho 
rendered a most enjoyable group of songs in a captivating manner. 

B. B. 
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CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

The spirit of rivalry existing betAveen our two athletic clubs had mounted 
to an exciting pitch by the afternoon of Thursday, November the twelfth, for 
that was the day of the annual hockey-game, long anticipated by the entire school. 
Kava, so often the loser, AA r as determined to come out ahead this year, and, to sIioav 
her earnestness, rolled up a score of 5-2 during the first half. But opposition 
seemed to arouse an indomitable desire for victory in the Cae nine; and, as the 
minutes relentlessly ticked by toAvard the close, Kava, after fighting desperately 
to hold her lead, Avas forced to admit defeat to triumphant Cae, who bagged four 
consecutive goals and, with them, the game. 
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After the game, our housekeeper, Miss Bagster, exhibited a fine under- 
standing of the school girl appetite in the form of an informal tea for members of 
the teams. Cookies and ice cream in the Club colors were served to the 
appreciative girls. 

Dinner that evening was a formal-dress affair. There was much singing 
and cheering, and speeches by Mrs. McGay and Miss Breeden were enthusiastically 
applauded. A final gesture was the presentation of the hockey cup to Doris 
Johnson, president of the Cae Club, by Margaret Macreery, beloved head of the 
Kavas. 
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LECTURES 


H. S. 


Ben Ames Williams, Short Story Writer 
Mr. Ben Ames Williams, the well-known New England author, who 
lectured on “ Where Stories Come From” at the Middlesex Women’s Club, 
November seventeenth, was enthusiastically received by those interested in his 
subject. His talk was punctuated with many humorous incidents experienced 
by the author. 
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Mr. W eeks, Editor of Atlantic 

On December seventh, Mr. Edward Weeks lectured at the Middlesex 
Women’s Club at Liberty Hall. As the editor-in-chief of the Atlantic Monthly 
magazine, Mr. Weeks was in full authority when he criticized numerous recent 
books. Among those reviewed were: An American Doctor’s Odyssey, The 
Country Kitchen, Gone With the Wind, and A War Surgeon’s Diary. 


TEA AT THE COZADS 


Those of us who attend All Souls Church were the object of envy to the 
girls left behind the picket fence on November nineteenth when Mr. and Mrs. 
Simeon Cozad entertained us in their delightful home. After games — mostly 
brain twisters — were played and intriguing fortunes were told by Miss Cooper, 
Mr. Cozad ’s assistant, a wonderful tea, such as Mrs. Cozad ’s parties are famous 
for, was served. 

J. M. 


3 

THE THEATRE 


What a whirl of plays has involved the school this season ! Leslie 
Howard’s Hamlet ushered in the brilliant array with a beautiful but melancholy 
presentation. Call It A Day, in which Philip Merivale and Gladys Cooper 
inspired countless laughs, followed swiftly on the heels of the tragedy of 
Shakespeare’s Hamlet. 



CAE HOCKEY TEAM 



KAVA HOCKEY TEAM 







THE CROWD AT FAIRLEE 
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Two others in rapid succession, eagerly awaited by all because the first, 
Ethan Frome, had been read recently by the English classes, and the second, 
Jane Eyre, had, as its leading protagonist, Miss Katherine Hepburn. Miss 
Hepburn cast a glamorous spell over the play derived from Charlotte Bronte’s 
familiar novel, and the students anxiously strove to see the star on the stage in 
such a vehicle. 

With banners still flying, our winter round of plays came to an end with 
The Masque of Kings, Maxwell Anderson’s contribution to drama, epitomizing 
the lineage of the Hapsburg rulers. 

M. B. 
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ANDOVER CONCERT AND DANCE 
The long awaited day, December fifth, finally arrived, bringing a bus load 
of Andover youths to Rogers Hall for their annual Glee Club Concert and dance. 
After the concert at five o’clock and the excitement of introductions were over, 
Mrs. McGay received the guests in the drawing-room. A delicious supper was 
served in the candle-lighted dining-room and then — best of all — dancing in the 
gymnasium which was miraculously disguised by fragrant fir boughs and gay 
balloons. It was with reluctance, mingled with hope for a return dance in 
Andover, that we bade farewell to our guests. 

J. M. 
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CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

Christmas vespers, held at Rogers Hall on Sunday evening, December 
sixteenth, were under the charge of Miss LeButt and Miss Ramsay of the music 
and English departments respectively : 

The program was as follows : 

Hark! The Herald Angels Sing The School 

Isaiah — reading Edna Collette 

Carol : Silent Night Lucy Wheeler assisted by carollers 

Three Original Sketches : 

The Blessed Eve Marjorie Baldwin 

The First Noel Margery Fowler 

Little Town of Bethlehem Martha Walsh 

As Joseph Was A-Walking Carollers 

Two Original Poems: 

Christmas Morn Billie Cutler 

Christmas Thinking .' Mary Lee Bailliere 

On Giving — Gibran’s The Prcphet .....Edna Collette 

0 Little Town of Bethlehem The School 

B.B. 


30 


SPLINTERS 


THE CHRISTMAS PAGEANT 


Joyous carolling greeted the ears of the assembled guests. The many- 
hued kaleidoscope of the brilliant formal attire of the girls lent an air of en- 
chantment softly suffused with the intangible spirit of Christmas. Later, the 
scene changes to one of dusky aisles, of fragrant whisperings of pines, the sweet 
sound of crackling logs. The curtains draw. The Christmas pageant has begun ! 

Again the exulting music is heard. Happy faces bid welcome to the 
chilled peasants. The heart is warmed by the savoury smell of roasted peacock, 
wassail, plum-pudding bedecked with the fruits of the world. Now the gentle 
words of St. Francis console the weak crippled child with the story of the 
wondrous birth on that night so long ago. The firs rustle indistinctly, quivering 
to tell the secret, the blue vault of heaven trembles in suspense, when lo! the 
miracle is repeated ! Rejoicing gloriously, the awed minstrels again tell of the 
magnificent wonder. The curtain is closed. The play is ended. 

Those in the cast of Saint Francis Keeps Christmas at Greccio : 


Well Boy Margot Burnett 

Lame Boy Edna Collette 

Old Man Constance Qua 

Another Peasant Jane Boyer 

Seneschal .. Joan Waterhouse 

Sir John Margery Fowler 

Lady Jean McGay 

Jester Barbara Evans 

Two other jesters Martha Reymond, Roma Nickerson 

Acrobat Margaret Mac.reery 

Children of Sir John 

Boy Jean Forbes 

Girl Barbara Bryan 


Two trumpeters 

Lord of Misrule 

Two Foresters 

Singing Minstrels 

Marjorie Baldwin 

Elise Keeney 

Hortense Smith . . 

June Cozad 

Jean Clarke 

Evelyn Porter 
Louise Sargent... 
Actors in Mummer’s Play 

St. George 

Squire 

King of Egypt. . . 

Sabra 

Dragon 

Leader of Carollers 

St. Francis 

Brother Masseo 


...Frances Hill Ellen Blanchard 

Pauline Dupuis 

Nancy Letchworth, Pauline Tarr 

Marilyn Grover 

Barbara Marden 

Janet Fox 

Mary Lee Bailliere 

Jane Rohrer 

Mable Sheldon 

Elizabeth Bowman 

Billie Cutler 

Miriam Flanigan 

Louise Scanned 

Elise Keeney 

Eloise Dickey 

Lucy Wheeler 

Martha Walsh 

Harriet Blaney 
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Crowd 

Jean Cleaveland 
June Cunningham 
Eleanor Elliott 
Peggy Fry 

Cooks 

Mary Collinson 

Joan Given 

Kathleen Haberle 

Helen Lee 

Doris Johnson 

Marjorie Ann Proctor. 

Marianna Schaupp 

Marjorie Riddell 


Ruth Grant 
Betty Pratt 
Thais Preble 
Janet Werner 

...(Boar’s head) 

(Greens) 

(Wine keg) 

(Pasty) 

. . (Wassail bowl) 

(Chicken) 

. (Plum pudding) 
(Peacock) 
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THE ANDOVER RETURN DANCE 


This dance, each year a thrill, proved as gay an affair as ever on Saturday 
evening, January twenty-third. The bo3 T s were excellent hosts — everything 
being done to make the party a memorable one. Dancing was held in the lovely 
Sawyer Room in the Commons, while during intermission, supper was served 
in the attractive students’ lounge. All in all we enjoyed ourselves immensely, 
riding back to Rogers Hall with a feeling of genuine regret that the Andover 
party was now a thing of the past. 


MR. COZAD 


At Sunday vespers, January thirty-first, Rogers Hall learned much from 
an informal talk given them by Mr. Cozad of All Souls Church. His subject was 
taken from the words in the Bible, “Consider the Lilies.” Mr. Cozad, however, 
explaining to the school how young Greek boys found knowledge wandering 
through the forests with some Aristolelians, changed his topic from the words in 
the Bible to ‘ ‘ Consider the Pines. ’ ’ He then led the group to a more thoughtful 
consideration of the four words supine, repine, opine and propine, as he pointed 
out the effect such an understanding might have upon our lives. 


THE MIDWINTER FORMAL 

The Midwinter Formal, given on the evening of February twentieth, proved 
to be one of the most successful dances held at Rogers Hall. The committee, 
organized by Kathleen Haberle, was a good one, and very ingeniously carried out 
Billie Cutler’s original idea for decorating the gymnasium. (Small wonder that 
the ruthless tearing of green streamers and popping of gayly colored balloons, 
later on in the evening, caused pangs in the hearts of the zealous committee who 
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had labored so hard). During intermission, supper was served in the dining 
room and then dancing continued to the excellent music of Charlie Wallace’s 
orchestra until twelve, the fatal hour. 


WINTER WEEK-END 


Twenty-one girls and two chaperons spent a nose-freezing, nerve-thrilling 
week-end, February twenty-sixth to the twenty-eighth, at Bonnie Oaks Inn, near 
Fairlee, Vermont. 

Supposedly, the chief attraction was winter sports — snow, a toboggan slide, 
skating on Lake Morey, and skiing on the practice hills — but, of course, the 
informal dance with a number of Dartmouth boys had something to do with its 
popularity. 

We “piled on” a special bus shortly after lunch on Friday and succeeded 
in transferring our paraphernalia to our special car on the Montreal train. The 
four hour ride started an orgy of eating which did not stop until the group 
returned. (Doubtless very little weight was gained, however, due to the intense 
activity). 

The Hotel ’s cars and station-wagon met us at Fairlee and conducted us to 
our headquarters. After choosing rooms and unpacking to a certain extent, we 
partook of a hearty dinner, and proceeded to the ice. We skated far past the 
time good little Rogers Hall girls are usually in bed. The rink was cool and 
dark (and lumpy) and certainly inspirational. 

The next day saw us up and eating at nine o’clock. Then followed 
skiing and tobogganing and two sleigh rides around one side of the lake. Four 
or five Dartmouth boys came up for skiing instruction in the afternoon. It was 
during this time that a Stinson monoplane circled the skiiers. Some of the boys 
who rented it attended the dance. 

For this affair we assembled in the play-barn and danced until dinner was 
served. Between ping-pong, refreshments, dancing and knocking slot-machines 
around on the floor to remove nickles, everyone seemed to have a pretty good time. 

Of course, Sunday, the day of departure, came, but that day too, saw a 
sleigh ride, skiing, and tobogganing; enthusiasts rushed around finishing out 
their films in order to pack their cameras. After dinner Dr. Page conveyed us to 
the station good and early, trying our patience to the utmost because of the long, 
cold wait for the train. This wait seemed to stimulate the brains of some, for 
flowers were planted, and pennies were flattened on the rails. Others huddled 
together in a pile on the platform to keep warm. We wished we hadn’t packed 
our cameras. 

The trip back was practically uneventful. We ate our lunches and more 
too — . Back at school the first concern after greeting Mrs. McGay, friends and 
roommates, of course was the mailbox. 


M. S. 



The staff having viewed with alarm the consternation of the student body 
midyear week, it has been decided to offer suggestions for use in the future. If 
each and everyone should take to heart and mind these bits of wisdom, surely the 
apparition which haunted their sleeping hours would soon be banished. 


S 

GENERAL DIRECTIONS 

1. Make the most of each fact you know. If you don’t know any facts, disguise 
your ignorance in a wealth of words. 

2. Don’t go to bed the night before an examination. Your brain must be in the 
habit of being wide awake. 

3. Never answer the question! It was only asked because the teacher couldn’t 
think of anything else. Tell everything you know and let the teacher pick 
out what she wants. 

4. Remember that neatness, not information, is what wins a passing mark. 

5. If you feel tired during the exam, lie down at full length, placing hands 
gently beneath the knee caps — breathe deeply, raising and lowering slowly. 

6. If you can’t spell a word, use its antonym. 

7. Remember that when a teacher is tired of correcting, quantity and not quality 
is important in her eyes. She might feel it her duty to read a short answer, 
but not feel it her duty to read a long one. 
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List of Excuses and Sociable Remarks with which to pepper your ex- 
amination paper. 

1. My hands arc cold. 

2. My roommate is sick. 

3. Time ! (Always write “time” at the end of each question). 

4. I do hope your cold is better. Is there anything I can do for you ? 

5. I feel that I haven’t done justice to these interesting questions? 

Suggestions for Hymns to be sung in Assembly on mornings of certain 
terrible examinations. 

First Day of Exams — 1 ‘ Lead Kindly Light. ’ ’ 

English — “All the past we leave behind.” 

Math — “Ten Thousand Times Ten Thousand.” 

Chemistry — “Amid this encircling gloom.” 

Latin — ‘ ‘ Say not the struggle naught availeth. ’ ’ 

Voice Training — “0 Still in Accents Sweet and Strong.” 

The Day After Exams — “Now in dumb resignation.” 

On Receiving Reports — “Now thank we our God who wondrous things 
hath wrought. ’ ’ 

Adapted 


g 


JUST IMAGINE 

Dickey with a bad case of malnutrition 
Helen Lee with eyes afire, hurrying 
Harriet without her Mrs. Roosevelt shoes 
“Eddie” giggling in a receiving line 
Mary Lee not being seriously smitten 
Elise actually with no demerits 

Margot sitting back with a self-satisfied “I’m glad I get things done ahead of 
time” 

Barbara Marden knowing where anything is 
“Franny” without the glint in the eye 
“Marge” Baldwin without an A on fortnightlies 
June Cozad oblivious to the male element 
“Marge” Fowler finally getting to Exeter. 











HUMOR 
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PROGRAM FOR PROM 


1. X. . . 

2. X. ! ’Cause I’m afraid we’ll get gypped out of our first dance. 

3. Marie. . . my best friend. She looks sort of funny, but she means well, and 
tries hard to please. 

I. a. Anne Frost. . . Entirely too smooth for more than half a dance. 

b. X. . to see how much damage was done, and to make sure it is repaired. 

5. Chubby Chester. . . tall, fat girl — terrible dancer — ought to make me seem a 
fairy creature of remarkable charm in contrast. 

6. Clarice. . . . She ought to be in the Mounted Police for she “always gets her 
man. ” 

7. Betty Blush. . .Perfect mirror for every emotion. When you look in her 
eyes, you see nothing but — yourself. 

8. X. . To get a head start for a chummy nook. 

9. X. . . Supper dance — just not to be in too much of a hurry. 

10. We’ll sit this one out. 

11. X. . . . 

12. X. . . . 

13. X. . . . 

14. X. . . . 

Adapted 


g 

EX LIBRIS 


With Malice Towards None Horty Smith 

Vanity Fair Eddie Collette 

The Magnificent Hoax Eloise Dickey 

The Age of Innocence June Cunningham 

Work of Art Ellie Elliott 

Dame Care Jean McGay 

The Royal Road to Romance Marge Riddell 

So Big Jean Forbes 

The Inquisitor Margot Burnett 

Here, There and Everywhere Jean Clarke 

Splendid Spur Martha Walsh 

School for Scandal June Cozad 

Devil’s Disciple Franny Hill 
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A CROSS SECTION OF LIFE AT ROGERS HALL 

Scene : Library at Rogers Hall. 

Time: Anytime between 2:30 and 4:30 on a week-day afternoon. 

At first glance we see numerous legs over the arms of the chairs. The 
“vie” is booming forth with “ ’Taint No Use” which rather clashes with 
“Fantasy Impromptu,” played by Barbara Marden in the schoolroom. Various 
and sundry articles of clothing are flung here and there and the rugs are pushed 
back. A few are absent-mindedly watching “Meem” and Elise who are giving 
an exhibition of smooth dancing. Knitting, of course. 

Peggy Fry (always a picture of self -contentment) wanders in. 

Ch orus : “Is the mail in ? ” 

Peggy is mute — meaning no mail. 

Marge Riddell continues to look dreamily out of the window. 

Dickey is sitting in one corner of a couch with finger in mouth, twisting 
the fore-lock. Thinking this is the moment for one of her stories, she screams 
(yes, I said screams), “Ha! You haven’t heard the half of it. My little cousin, 

Hugo, who bit my finger to the bone once, was ” (This gradually 

dies away as it obviously wasn ’t the time ) . 

June Cozad — heard in another corner, “My gosh, I nearly died! That’s 
really what she said to him.” (There is a group around her which means another 
session of the scandal mongers). 

The record is changed to the dreamy strains of “Star Dust.” “Eddie” 
.joins Marge Riddell and they both stare moodily out of the window. (It must be 
love — what else ? ) 

Mac comes tearing in, “Hello, stoops, some days you just can’t win a 
nickel! Why does everything have to happen to me?” 

Chorus again; “Is the mail here?” A nod and a wild scramble for the 
hall. All come back, some grinning — some disconsolate. 

Margot : “I know I ’m backing in, but — -what ?. . . what ’s it all about ? ’ ’ 

Dickey comes to life again: “The irony of it all! The first time I was 
myself — and I was a dud ! ’ ’ 

Marge Fowler and “Franny” are entertaining the group now in a dance 
all their own. (It’s original all right! Marge certainly surpasses all in the art 
of jumping to music). 

Helen Lee gets up slowly and goes out muttering, “Have to go feed the 

ants.” 

The bell rings. “Darn, it would have to ring now.” 

“Marden, I wish you’d hurry up. I hate to give you demerits.” This 
from a councilor. 

A mad scramble and the library is deserted. 

Quiet descends. 

Curtain. 

Margaret Macreey, ’37 



On December 4th, a son, David Trull, was born to Mr. and Mrs. Will G. 
Brown, (Deborah Trull), in Woburn, Massachusetts. 

On January 18th, a son, Phillip Needham, was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Phillip Torrey, (Mila Lewis), in Groton, Massachusetts. 

On February 24th, a daughter, Susan Elizabeth, was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Morton A. Klein, Jr., (Elizabeth McKittrick). 

On February 16th, a son, Lincoln Swan, was born to Mr. and Mrs. E. 
Lincoln Eveleth, (Janet Swan), in Hartford, Connecticut. 

On August 29th, Amy Culver was married to Mr. Donald Terry in West- 
hampton, New York. 

On September 11th, Virginia Cochrane was married to Mr. Clarence R. 
Campbell, in Springfield, Illinois. 

On September 15th, Lisa Jennison was married to Mr. Philip Wadsworth, 
in New York City. They will be at home at 116 Charles Street, Boston. 

On September 19th, Lucy Fowle was married to Mr. Charles Howard 
Smith, in Winchester. They will be at home at 218 Park Avenue, Portland, 
Maine. 

On October 3rd, Anne Fenderson w r as married to Mr. John Milliken, Jr., in 
Saco, Maine. Two of her bridesmaids were Rogers Hall classmates, Betty Terry 
Schuler and Mary Marvin Laughton. 

On October 6th, Dorothy Drewson was married to Mr. Luther W. Puffer, 
III., in Winchester. Virginia Furber was her only attendant. They are living 
at the New Hetlierington Apartments in Malden, Massachusetts. 
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On November 14th, Eleanor Goodyear was married to Mr. Francis H. 
Sloan, in Brooklyn, New York. 

On NoA r ember 28th, Virginia Svenson was married to Mr. Theodore A. 
•Johnson, in Worcester, Massachusetts. 

On January 16th, Barbara Murray was married to Mr. Townsend K. 
Wellington, in Bennington, Vermont. Her only attendant was her sister, Betty 
Murray Clark. 

In August, Charlotte Howard announced her engagement to Dr. Frederick 
A. Webster, of Boston and Providence. 

In October, Martha Brubaker announced her engagement to Mr. William 
R. Scott. 

In December, Martha Willard announced her engagement to Mr. Alan H. 
Johnson. 

Those of you who were at Rogers Hall during 1935 and 1936 will be in- 
terested in the marriage of Miss Janyce Pickett to Mr. Alfred Walter Willmann, 
on the sixteenth of January in Washington, D. C. At present they are living in 
Ithaca, New York, where Mr. Willman is doing research work at Cornell 
University. 

Anne Whitney Rose is teaching kindergarten in the Ethical School in New 
York City and “just adores it.” 

Virginia Heathcote is working very hard this year with the Lippitt 
Memorial Theatre Stock Co. Each week they play in Pawtucket, Fall River, 
Attleboro and Providence, with a different play each week. Virginia feels that 
she is very fortunate in having such marvelous experience in working with 
Broadway professionals. She has been given all the ingenue roles. 

The class of 1936 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 
Nancy Chapin, Wellesley; Nancy Dellinger and Barbara Homer, Pine Manor 
Junior College; Beth Emison, De Pauw University; Virginia Fitz, Garland 
School of Homemaking; Priscilla Freeman and Patty Mason, Erskine Junior 
College ; Ruth Higby, Harcum Junior College ; Barbara Jessup, Scripps College ; 
Ruth Jones, Mills Kindergarten Training School; Helen Larmon, Sweet Briar 
College ; Betty Macdonald, Jackson College ; Virginia Meyer, Colby Junior Col- 
lege ; Elaine Putnam, Katherine Gibbs Secretarial School ; Ruth Smith, University 
of Michigan; Helen Whittet, Howe-Marot Junior College; Kate Wilbur, Con- 
necticut College ; Constance Winnette, New York School of Fine and Applied 
Arts. Kathleen Haberle, Frances Hill and Martha Walsh have returned to 
Rogers Hall as post-graduates. Ethel Louprette has a position with the John 
Hancock Life Insurance Co., in Boston. 

The Rogers Hall “relatives” at school this year are: Billie Cutler, 
daughter of Beatrice Walker Fletcher; Marilyn Grover, niece of Louise Grover 
deMesquita; Frances Hill, daughter of Helen Faulds Hill; Nancy Letch worth, 
daughter of Nathalie Newhall Letchworth and sister of Carol Letchworth ; 
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Marjorie Ann Proctor, daughter of Marjorie Wadleigh Proctor; Louise Sargent, 
sister of Dorothy and Mary Sargent; Marianna Schaupp, daughter of Julia 
Edwards Schaupp ; Hortense Smith, sister of Ruth Smith. 

Callers at the school since the summer are : Florence Towner Buckley, 
Josephine Pratt, Margaret McKindley Amundsen, Marian Aley Oertel, Grace 
Carmack Williamson, Helen Sands McGoldrick, Maude Hall Blair, Marjorie 
Allis Streeter, Marion Smith Foster, Harriet Parsons King, Carol Letchworth, 
Barbara Homer, Nancy Dellinger, Virginia Fitz, Evelyn Dimeling Frederick, 
Eleanor Smith, Elizabeth Mann, Mary Dewey Smith, Nathalie Newhall Letch- 
worth, Eleanor Murphy, Marjorie Coulthurst Smith, Betty Hill. 

Dorothy Hunter Higgins announces that she is associated with Mrs. 
Clifford A. Wolf in the Westchester County Real Estate business. 

Peggy Freshman is engaged in Art Work in Boston and is living at the 
Pioneer Club. Mary Goodrich has also been living at the Pioneer Club. 

Eleanor Burrill is in training at the Eastern Maine General Hospital in 
Bangor, Me. 

Betty Macdonald has been pledged to the Delta Chapter of Alpha Omicron 
Pi, one of the four national sororities having chapters on the Tufts campus. 


8 

EXCHANGES 

THE RIGMAROLE — Choate School, Brookline, Mass. 

THE TATLER — The Madeira School, Greenway, Va. 

THE BLUE PENCIL— Walnut Hill School, Natick, Mass. 
CARGOES — Kent Place School, Summit, N. J. 

THE CLIO — Miss Beard’s School, Orange, N. J. 

THE TRIANGLE— The Emma Willard School, Troy, N. Y. 

THE BRIMMERWRITES — The Brimmer School, Boston, Mass. 
THE MAGPIE — St. Margaret’s School, Waterbury, Conn. 

THE ABBOT COURANT — Abbot Academy, Andover, Mass. 
THE MIRROR — Phillips Academy, Andover, Mass. 

THE MAZE— The May School, Boston, Mass. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell' s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Speaking of ‘Price 

8 

“THERE IS HARDLY ANYTHING IN 
THE WORLD THAT SOME MAN CAN- 
NOT MAKE A LITTLE WORSE AND 
SELL A LITTLE CHEAPER AND THE 
PEOPLE WHO CONSIDER PRICE ONLY 
ARE THIS MAN’S LAWFUL PREY” 

— Attributed to R us kin 

Speaking of Quality 

8 

Trustworthy Goods 
Character in Merchandise 
Low Prices for Quality 
Exactness of Statements 
Pleasant Personal Service 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


at 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson 9 s better fuels 
and belter heating service. 

E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Tel. 4940 Tel. 135 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 

with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 


IRON FIREMAN COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

£ 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 
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S.S. PIERCE CO. 


I 


FAMOUS FOR 

GOOD FOODS 

CANDIES 

GIFT BOXES 

DELICACIES 

SALTED NUTS 

PERFUMES 

TOILETRIES 


Fashions and Foods 

In 1831, ladies of fashion looked to Lon- 
don — not Paris or Hollywood — for fashion 
news. Fashion “flashes” came slowly by 
packet ship — not by cable. Godey’s Lady’s 
Book— not Vogue — was the fashion Bible. 
Then, as now, S. S. Pierce Co. was head- 
quarters for good things to eat from both 
the old and the new worlds. 


Mail Order Address: S. S. PIERCE CO., BOSTON 



u Say it with Flowers '' 1 

FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

Daniel Gage, Inc. 
ICE 

Manufactured and Natural 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

Osterman Coal Co. 

Coal - N. E. Coke - Cleercoal - Fire Place Wood 
Heating Oils - Automatic Coal Stokers 
and the Proper Kind of Prepared Dry Stoker Coal 

791 Tels. 792 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

Plumbing and 
Heating 




LOWELL 

• 

A Store with a long range 
of experience so completely 
stored and with so many reli- 
able connections — that no 
order is too large or too small 
to be immediately and cor- 
rectly fdled. 
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CANDY ■ FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - ■ SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

8 

PRINCE-COTTER 

Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

104 Merrimack St. 

Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 


Gowns for Miss and Matron 

Compliments of 

Moderately Priced 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 

— 

General Insurance 

KATHERINE C. MACK 


194 Merrimack St. 

45 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

Lowell, Mass. 

— 

Tel. 144 

“A little shop with a sincere 


desire to serve you 9 


ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI 


TEL. 


32 


MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE 


Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 


LAUNDRY AND DRY CLEANING 

QUALITY WORK AT POPULAR PRICES 
FREE DELIVERY IN LOWELL AND NEARBY TOWNS 

Phone Lowell 5309 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER STREET LOWELL 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Page Catering Company 


X 


SPLINTERS 




Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephones: 893 — 894 

Telephone 6596-J 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 

DILLON DYE WORKS 

Stationers 

Gift Shop 

5 East Merrimack St. 

Toy Shop 

TEL. 453 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

Marden & Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

15 Kearney square 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mass. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

Fine Cutlery 

Fine Plane Goods 

Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

at 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

THE THOMPSON 

HARDWARE CO. 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Tel. 156—157 

Telephone 5708 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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NINETY-FIVE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


WOODMORELAND STABLES 

MIDDLESEX ROAD BURLINGTON, MASS. 

Horses of the Better Class 
Expert Instructors 
REASONABLE BOARDING RATES 
TELEPHONE LEXINGTON 0484 




W. J. HOARE 


Sea Food of All Kinds 

in its Season 

Now Distributed by the 

Fresh Fish , Oysters, 

Oldest Food Store in 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Lowell 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 


“For Your Health's Sake 

Eat More Fish” 

T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 
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Established 1898 Telephone 2546 


Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

143 E. MERRIMACK STREET 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds of 

Roofing Material 


147 Rock Street, Lowell, Mass. 

Tel. 4536 We Call and Deliver 

Compliments of a 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

FRIEND 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

“ Where School and Hotel Folks 

Gather” 

Compliments of 

For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 

CARROLL CUT RATE 
PERFUMER 

Compliments of 
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Everything is confusion It’s Commencement. As we sit back to con- 

template the kaleidoscope of events that is taking place, we ask ourselves if we are 
madly unique in these our last days of hoarding school. 

Trunks overflowing into the corridors, horns excitedly honking as long- 
awaited families pull up, discoveries of “wrong” clothes, mis-ordered appoint- 
ments. and unexpected rehearsals — all are typical of the setting. 

Speaking of rehearsals, we were given another unexpected shock the other 
night when a “male lead” in the senior play came nonchalantly up the stairs in 
immaculate full dress as we, in usual Saturday night fashion, were busily engaged 
in shampooing hair and manicuring finger-nails. 

Beneath this mirthful and hectic atmosphere, however, lies a tinge of 
suppressed sadness as we foresee our tearful farewells to the friends we have 
made, many of whom we know will thereupon go out of our lives forever. 

It ’s the same old story Laughs and tears crowded into this miniature 

panorama of the period in our lives when we are on the brink of that change 
between adolescence and adulthood ; to say nothing of the grave seriousness of 
purpose, newly-developed in us as, we are told, it has been in every class before us 
that we are the shining hope for the future greatness of this, our world. 



J^iterary 

Section 


YEARNING 

0, thou great, vast sea of space, thou 
Temptress of a race emboldened 
By thy guileful smiling face to 
Deeds of rashness and of valor, 

Some forgotten, others lauded — 

0, thou sky, encrowned with silver, 
After dusk, when thou art velvet; 
Would that I might one day know the 
Secret that thy moods conceal from 
Man, though he may probe, determined. 

0, thou great, vast sea of space, when 
I have felt the flood of passing, 

Draw thy veils aside that I may 
Cross into the region yonder 
And, God granting, crouch, submissive, 
Sharing of Ilis wondrous glory. 


Hortense Smith, ’37 
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TO JANE 

Written in memory of a friend, but nineteen 
years of age, who passed away last winter. 

She is dead. 

But is it best 
For her to die 
Who hated rest? 

How can she lie 
Quiet in a grave, 

Who was as restless 
As a wave ? 

How can she lie 
Beneath the sod, 

Who worshipped 
Freedom as a God ? 

Martha A. Walsh, ’36 
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GLIMPSES OF SPRING 

I went into the wood one day ; 

As I went, I heard the robins say, 

“Look ’round about ! Look ’round about ! 
You’ll see the violets peeping out!” 

I saw a million violets there ; 

Their gentle fragrance filled the air ; 

I saw a wee brook wind along, 

Ceaselessly singing its merry song. 

I saw the ferns among the grasses, 

And blood-root growing in great masses; 
I saw arbutus growing there, 

And lady ’s slippers everywhere. 

I saw foam-flowers blowing wild, 
Hepaticas upon me smiled ; 

And still I heard the robins sing, 
“We’re here again, because it’s spring !” 


Elizabeth Bowman, ’37 
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A LAPSE INTO OBLIVION 

The room was lined with shelves upon shelves of books. I thought their 
majestic heights would never end, they so seemed to linger on and on into eternity. 
Gliding the walls was a belt of red, a long row of scarlet books which seemed 
weirdly inappropriate. As my eyes became accustomed to the dim and musty 
atmosphere, they distinguished the figure of a gaunt, old man stooped over a 
tremendous desk. I ventured nearer. Suddenly, from the depths of nowhere 
issued snarling and growling which pulsated through the leaden air like the 
tread of an unwelcome giant. Accompanying this din were the malicious 
snapping of teeth as they clicked upon each other and an extremely uncomfortable 
sensation about my ankles. I was about to retreat from the room when my 
hitherto unobservant host piped a warning to the dog. The beast, with his hair 
bristling and growls throbbing in his throat, cringed to the floor as I tentatively 
attempted progress. At every step I was forced to give a slight leap as the 
animal playfully snapped at my calves. My procedure across the room was 
escorted by this merry companion, and I was never so glad to reach a haven as I 
was that ancient’s desk. On more minute perusal, however, the desk no longer 
appeared to be a desk, but the ludicrous shape of an immense sailboat, dark-red 
mahogany in color. The thrifty soul might inquire how so gross an expenditure 
could be met. That I do not know. I can only relate what I beheld that uncanny 
afternoon. 

As no light entered this cell, the incarcerated old man was not able to be 
scanned closely enough for a detailed description, but I could decipher the vague 
outline of a fragile stature, perhaps more aptly described as a “bag of bones” for, 
indeed, his limbs formed the angles of many incongruous figures. Plis body was 
cloaked with a dark mantle, faintly suggestive of the Roman toga and a bag of 
meal. (I could just distinguish the lines, “Pillsbury’s Swansdown Flour”). 
The oldster’s chin was covered by a mass of unkempt beard, rippling and tossing to 
his waist. I could imagine the color. The greatest shock, however, came when I 
perceived the shape of a gigantic oar grasped tightly in his gnarled paw. He was 
perched upon the boat-like structure like a dainty cricket of the hearth. Even 
his voice, as it squeaked between its human portals, conjured the vision of that 
frail insect. He said : 

‘ ‘ Quisquis es, armatus qui — er, ah — . ’ ’ A Vergilian scholar, I hastened to 
add, “nostra ad flumina tendis, ” then feeling slightly absurd, stopped. 

The old man, whose brilliant gaze had risen to my face as I completed the 
Latin poet’s sentence, again bent his hoary head. For a long interval of time we 
stood, he, on his “boat”, I, on what seemed the shore. Not a word was spoken 
as the endless moments dragged on. Finally a sigh, which seemed the ultimate 
outcome of ponderous meditations, fled from the old man, and he shook the cloak 
of pensiveness from his weary body. 
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“This perpetual poling and sailing,” he began in a confidential tone, “is 
getting rather wearisome. ’ ’ 

Thoroughly mystified, I asked, “How long have you been upon this lake?” 
and looked with a smile upon the hardwood floor. He, however, appeared to hear 
the very waves lapping and to see the giant troughs and crests undulate. 

“For years and years, I imagine, since the beginning of the world. Why 
I can remember ferrying the exhausted Achilles and his retinue across, and the 
magnificent Caesar in 44 B. C. Even Homer, the blind bard, received my aid as 
he elambered aboard.” 

By this time, interested as I was, I felt strangely uncomfortable and began 
to long for escape. The old man’s dull voice droned on. “I am Charon and this 
river flowing languidly before you is the bold stream of the Stj^x, by some called 
Acheron.” He paused and his body shuddered like the slender poplar writhing 
in the gentle winds. I hastily glanced about and prepared for a speedy exit. 
Still he continued. 

“That hideous band in the distance,” and he pointed to the row of red 
books, “is the terrible river, Phlegethon, spreading its cruel width about Tartarus. 
My dog yonder, with his three heads, is Cerebus, who guards the entrance to 
Hades.” (Well knew I one of those snarling heads!) “My heart is tired of 
this interminable grief and wailing. Don’t you know those piteous cries?” 
Not waiting for an answer, he mumbled on, and I could not but contrast what I 
knew of the fabled Charon and this puny individual. The pillar of strength was 
sadly lacking, the sturdiness of vigor, only the filth and grumbling. Even the 
voices widely differed. In this pitiable creature only the faint remnants of a 
treble voice remained, squeaking out its fragile existence as the human plodded 
through his life. 

Still that voice persisted, and as I withdrew, the shadows thickened, the 
figure again became stooped, the dog slept, and the shelves upon shelves of books 
stretched out and upward into eternity. 

Marjorie Baldwin, ’37 
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DOG BARKING 

When all the world is quiet, and people are at rest, — 

“ ’Tis gloaming,” to quote Lauder, “ ’Tis time that I love best.” 

Then sudden through the stillness, the quiet and the dark, 

Comes sharp upon our eardrums one loud and piercing bark. 

Then wrathfully our neighbors at windows do appear, 

And ask each other angrily, “Why, what is happening here?” 

The dog looks up and answers, “My friends, while you seek beauty 

Upon your feathered mattresses, I perform my duty.” 

Constance Qua, ’39 
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FEAR 

Along the wooded paih I ran 
Half-choked with sobs and tears, 

My future which I ’d tried to plan 
Now filled with growing fears. 

Afraid to look ahead, and yet 
Afraid to look behind, 

I thought with sorrow and regret 
Of years I ’d never find. 

I stopped and thought and looked again — 
How far the future spread ! 

Could one who had endured the pain 
Of loss come out ahead? 

A cool breeze passed and dried my tears ; 

I sat and looked above. 

The heavens smiled and took my fears, 
And changed them into love. 

With love of life I could live on, 

No more to be afraid ; 

My duty done, the battle won, 

I slept beneath the shade. 


Margery Fowler, ’37 
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GODSEND— OR CURSE? 

Ting-a-l-l-in-n-g ! 

0, magic moment ! The telephone is ringing ! Who knows what momentous 
event may hinge upon that insistent call? 

Mother, in the kitchen “doing up” the cooking dishes before dinner, 
hearkens to the sound. Instantly, her thoughts fly to the pie that has still to 
materialize ; then, in rapid transit, they anxiously turn toward Isobel, the girl 
who helps with the housework when not otherwise inclined ; maybe her father — 
but no, they couldn’t possibly have had enough time to go all the way to the 
ju — jail (Heavens, I must break Andy of using such slang. I’ll be falling into it 
myself!) pay the fine (if they’ve raised the money somewhere) and drive back 
again. (I hope their car holds up; I’m going to need Isobel tomorrow at that 
club luncheon). 

“If it’s for me, I’ll be right down.” Andy has been performing last 
minute ablutions before appearing at the family gathering, and hastily dries his 
hands and slicks down his hair in anticipation of hearing how Barney succeeded 
with his proposal to his father that it would be one swell job if he and Andy 
could drive the old Ford out to the World’s Fair. 

Thump ! thump ! pounds Stella ’s heart at the noisy jangling of the ’phone. 
Can that be Jonathan already? Oh, please, God, make him ask me to the 
fraternity dance. Allen will be there, and I’ve just got to dance with him. Maybe 
he’ll even ask me for a date ! They say he has a perfectly wonderful car. Ah-h 
— And a comb slips, unheeded, to the floor as a pair of dream} 7 eyes turn toward 
the window and then are suddenly jerked back to reality at the familiar sight of 
Beulah, the next door maid, placidly emptying the scraps from dinner into their 
proper container. 

With a sigh, Father lays down the sport section of the paper and advances 
upon the enemy. People who get the calls ought to do their own answering. And, 
much abused, but with a martyr-like air, he lifts the receiver. 

“'Hello?” 

“Hello. May I please speak with Terwitta?” 

“Terwitta who?” 

“Where were you last night, Mr. Night Owl?” 

“ ! n” 

Really, there ought to be a law. 


Hortense Smith, ’37 
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AMONG THE ABORIGINES 

(As “The Neiv Yorker” Might Put It) 

Heat is peculiar; in fact, it is something to be pondered upon. People 
don’t do enough pondering upon the so-called everyday things, for example, 
olives. Think it over. Where it will get you is your own lookout, but don’t 
blame me. Oh yes, heat. Well, now that you remind me, the day was hot, 
‘ ‘ damned hot, ’ ’ as the Admiral said when he swallowed the rivet. Tom, Dick and 
Harry were terribly aware of the intense calidity. They were alone in a small 
boat on a green, glassy ocean four hundred miles from Nowhere, one of the smaller 
islands in the Pacific. They had had no food for forty days, save a small sack of 
dried navy beans, which Tom had refused to eat, being a Marine himself. They 
also had a large can of mashed turnip, but, alas, no can-opener. They suffered the 
tortures of the condemned. 

Tom, four months ago, had owed the piper forty cents, and, since someone 
had to pay the piper, he had robbed Peter to pay Paul (the piper ’s name was 
Paul) and been extradited. His two staunch friends, Dick and Harry, donned 
their raccoon coats and chafed at the bit while they waited for the steamer 
which was to carry Tom far away to the nice island of St. Helena where another 
famous man had spent his exile, the noble Alexander the Great.* The start was 
delayed because Dick suddenly remembered that he had made his bed and had to 
go back and lie on it for five minutes. However, they got off at last with a large 
crowd of friends waving his hand to them. 

In mid-ocean the liner ran into an iceberg and sank before anyone could 
snap a finger. Tom, Dick and Harry had gone off fishing the day before in a 
life-boat with an outboard motor, after assuring the captain that they would 
return that evening. When they returned, the boat had disappeared! On the 
second day of cruising for sight of land, they ran out of gas and Dick threw the 
motor away in disgust saying, “ ! ! ’ ’ 

“Tut, tut,” cried Tom, in alarm, “There goes our nice, old motor.” 

‘ ‘ Oh yeah ! ’ ’ mumbled Dick, his words dripping acid, which Harry deftly 
caught in a small bottle and furtively put in his pocket. This closed all con- 
versation until the fortieth day, when, for no reason at all, the story opened. 

“Well, boys, it looks like my set; that makes the turnips mine, huh?” 
hissed Dick, breaking the gummy silence. 

“Tom,” said Harry, baring his teeth and ignoring the question, “I’m 
sorta becoming kinda famine-stricken, and I’ll trouble you for that piece of 
thumb, back there in the box.” The boys had all put a thumb, two fingers, and 
four toes in a common fund and had been slowly drawing on that reserve. Harry 
dipped the thumb overboard and pulled it quickly out, done to a turn. Fourteen 
sharks immediately gathered. 

“Look at those blood-thirsty monsters,” roared Dick, patting one on the 
head with his little finger, as most of the others had been placed in the supply 
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box. Tom moaned and began to bail out the perspiration with a collapsible 
drinking cup — it hissed as it went overboard. 

The heat increased and a faint steam rose from the water. Suddenly, 
Harry stood up as best he could with four toes gone, and panted, crying : 

“Look, fellows, a boat.” Tom roared and reached for the choicest toe in 
the box, while his friends watched the slow approach of the vessel. Soon it came 
alongside, and the Admiral leaned over the rail and said: 

“Any bids men?” 'Which remark may be explained by saying that they 
still had their fishing-rods. 

“Not a bid, but we’ll stick to it,” said Dick and fainted away from 
exhaustion. 

“That man is in a bad way. Do you need any help?” asked the Admiral. 

“No, thanks, but we’d like a can-opener,” hissed Harry. The man threw 
them one and steamed on, his errand of mercy completed. Happy were the men 
that night, they could open the turnips. 

* Author means Julius Caesar. Miriam Flanigan, ’38 
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MORNING 

Slowly, surely, yet faintly, 

Fingers of gold creep along the folds of night. 

Disappearing into the heavens, 

Moon and stars alike make their adieu, 

Leaving only the brave, winking, morning star 
To bid the light good-day. 

The country side and farm now 
Feel the coming of a newborn day. 

The cocks are up to lend their joy 
To the loud chaos of field and wood. 

The farmer’s call, blended with the crow’s piercing cry, 

Can be heard by Him above, 

Only to make Him smile and be glad 
That another day has come. 

As soon as the path is clear and light, 

The radiant, gladdened sun springs into view, 

Like a large, yellow tiger let loose to play ; 

Then out of sleep ’s dewy clutches come 
Those who think it a blessing to be alive, 

To stretch and yawn and call aloud, 

With their eyes and hearts full of the glory of the day. 

Eleanor Elliott, ’39 
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THE LEVEE 

How still .... 

How still is the night, 

As the reflection of the city lights blend with the light of the moon. 

How still 

How still is the night, 

As the boats glide by on the waters of the mnrky river. 

How still .... and yet . . . 

Many sounds break the quiet — 

The chirp of crickets, 

The croak of frogs — 

But the silence seems only greater. Jean Clarke, ’40 
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QUESTIONING 

Poplars sang a lullaby low, 

Silent in reflection I knelt and 
These thoughts came to me — 

God, when I die must 1 leave all this ? 

All these things I love ? 

Night embraced me, and wrapt her velvet cloak 
Around my shuddering body as I wept 
Tears of bitterness and dread. 

Must I lose the splendor of Apollo 
Who speeds on winged feet across the sky? 

What will happen to the fleecy puffs of nothingness 
That laugh and dance with glee, as gentle breezes 
Rollick them through the trees, wafting clouds of perfume 
To stir my delicate senses. 

Once I saw two lovers dreaming in a lane — 

Tell me, God, Avhat will become of them ? 

Another day I rose at dawn to feel the mist of morning 
Caress my cheek. 

Will that, too, be a memory far away? 

I heard a dove wailing at twilight ; he knew beauty, 

And saw that heaven’s tears must crush its gossamer 
Loveliness to earth. 

Then, in utter despair, he flung himself into the sky — 

I raise my head to listen, 

But there comes no reply — 

And now I have nothing, Oh God. not even tears ! 

Mary Lee Bailliere, ’37 
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CLASS SONG 

(. September in the Bain) 

The year has passed and we are sad to leave you 
Our true friends of Rogers Hall — 

Within these walls we’ve worked and played together 
And have endeavored to do our best. 

By candle-light we’ve dined each night through winter, 

And round these stately columns planned our future. 

As time goes on the memories of your virtue 
Will alwaj T s linger within our hearts. 

B.B. 
B. C. 
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Prom, ’37; Operetta, ’36; Water Pageant, ’37; 
R. H., ’37. 



MABLE SHELDON 
1702 Albanv Street 
Schenectady, New York 

Cae Club ; Exeter Dance, ’37 ; Glee Club, ’37 ; Voice 
Training Play, ’37 ; Commencement Play, ’37. 



HOIiTENSE SMITH 
460 Pierce Street 
Birmingham, Michigan 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’37 ; Swimming, ’37 ; Basket- 
tail, ’37; Water Pageant, ’37; R. H., ’37; Splinters 
Literary Board, ’37 ; Midwinter Formal, ’37 ; Glee 
Club, ’37 ; Splinters Poetry Prize, ’37. 
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After a long- drive through the beautiful countryside we came to the 
Buttercup Tea Room where our first class party was held. It was an old- 
fashioned home filled with early American antiques and exquisite prints. 

The clever place cards, with lines and drawings delicately suggestive of 
each member of the class, done by Marjorie Baldwin, June Cozad, Billie Cutler 
and Mary Lee Bailliere, added an exciting note to the party. We simply couldn’t 
resist printing the sketches of ourselves as others see us. 

Marjorie 

Dawn and purple violets 
Cool breezes through blue grass 
Veritable daughter of Rossetti. 

Mary Lee 

Piercing white moonlight 
Splashing fountains in a formal garden 
Long, powerful cars 
Scent of magnolia. 


Harriet 

Gnomes and sparkling waves 
Twinkling humor 
Poppies in early morning. 

Bisby 

Violets and rhodora 

Quiet drives along pine-clad roads 

Governor Wintlirop desk and an easy pen. 

Bobbie 

Whisk of small rabbits’ tails 

Thick cream on red strawberries 

Silver streams dancing through green meadows. 

Margot 

Iridescent wave-particles 
Gleaming heights 

Beckoning flowers on smoothed mahogany 
Soft wool sweaters. 
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Eddie 

Gardenias on black velvet 
Silver-tipped fox 
Swaying rhythm of a waltz. 

June 

Fragile loveliness ; star flowers 
Graceful faun in a still wood 
Rippling brooks and a silver moon. 

Billie 

Swift serves and white balls flashing 
Scotties with red collars 
Twilight in an English lane. 

Margte Fowler 

Speed boats flashing through waves 
Tinkle of ice in crystal glasses 
Sophisticated evening gowns. 

Peggy 

Shafts of the setting sun on roof-tops 

Singing under-currents 

White side-walks glimmering in the rain. 

Johnnie 

Dancing ’till dawn — 

Bright roadsters and perky hats 
Poignancy of autumn. 

Eltse 

Garden parties on sweeping lawns 
Moonlight on a silent ocean 
White orchids and soft music. 

Helen 

Carpets of yellow dandelions 
Breeze-blown hilltops 
Sweep of tennis racquets 
Rain. 


Mac 

Tempetuous springs 
Flowered chiffon 

Spindle-legged chairs and gate-legged tables 
Burnished copper. 
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Betty 

Laboratories and ‘ ‘ messes ’ ’ 

Salt air and sail-boats 
Sensible advice. 


Marge Riddell 
Dark glasses and a sandy beach 
Dashing prints 

Roller coasters and merry-go-rounds. 

Louise 

Open house and a hearty welcome 
Scarlet tanagers and whippoorwills 
Mountain camps and mountain lakes. 

Mable 

Chamois jackets and pale green feathers 
Artists’ studios 

White clouds on a summer day. 

Horty 

Dazzling sails against a cloudless sky 
Rushing wind along the ridges 
Swift paddled canoes 
The second before sundown. 

g 

HELEN JOY LEE’S PARTY 

On Saturday night, May twenty-ninth, Helen Joy Lee entertained us with 
a theatre party. We saw “A Star is Born,” and then returned tearfully to 
school to enjoy a delicious feast of ice cream, fancy cakes and candy which Helen 
herself had made. Then off to bed and our envious room-mates whom we kept 
awake with chatter about the very gay and grand evening. At last we sank into 
the arms of Morpheus to dream of the evening’s delights. 
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TEA AT THE PRATT’S 

We certainly are having a whirl. Mrs. Pratt and Betty feted us with a 
tea at their lovely home on Wednesday, June second. We must admit that the 
refreshments made us forget our dignity, and we let our gluttonous impulses get 
the better of us. At last we returned to school ; needless to say none of us touched 
any dinner. 
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HARRIET BLANEY ’S PARTY 

The climax of our social season was the dinner party given by Mrs. Blaney 
and Harriet at their charming home. There was a series of thrilling surprises ; 
besides adorable place cards we found little diplomas tied in green ribbon. 
Imagine our consternation when we found that they were blank ! Harriet hastily 
assured us explaining that they were friendship diplomas to be autographed 
by our schoolmates and beloved faculty. Some of the comments soon thereon 
were more than illuminating ! 

By our plates were mysterious envelopes ; opening them we found cards and 
booklets on “How to be a Leader.” Miss McMillan had given them to us and 
had written a different card for every girl. 

Regretfully we took our leave and returned to school where we were given 
bouquets of forget-me-nots. Then we stood on the stairs and sang our class song 
to the undergraduates who reciprocated with theirs. We felt like brides as we 
tossed them our flowers amid many tears. But soon we came back to earth with 
ice cream served in the drawing-room while we listened to the results of the 
Senior Ballot, printed below. 
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The Class Speaks 

Most popular 

Best dressed 

Best looking 

Best natured 

Best personality 

Most intelligent 

Most likely to succeed 

Most sophisticated 

Most naive 

Cutest 

Most athletic 

Cleverest 


.Margaret Macreery 

Doris Johnson 

Elise Keeney 

Harriet Blaney 

Margaret Macreery 
...Marjorie Baldwin 

Margot Burnett 

Edna Collett 

Betty Pratt 

IIortense Smith 

Margery Riddell 

Billie Cutler 
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OUR FORTUNE TELLER LOOKS INTO THE FUTURE 

Elise Keeney — You shall be on the stage — a stage and screen star. Then, I see 
a dark man eoming into your life. Yes, you marry him. He has some- 
thing to do with shoes. Could he be a shoe manufacturer ? This man dies 
after about five years of perfect eonjugal happiness. After awhile you 
beeome interested in a Yale professor and instead of crooning to thousands 
of radio fans, I see you crooning to ten little children. 

Margery Fowler — I see you on a beautiful white yacht of your own, having 
wonderful parties and startling the world with your svelte looking clotUes 
and your beautiful sonnets. You are a person with a very eomplex nature 
because when life on the yacht bores you, I can see you on a stage under- 
studying Beatrice Lillie. 

Mary Lee Bailliere — About five years from now, I can see thousands of people 
bowing down to your great artistie and musieal talent. You, also, are a 
very eomplex person, because aside from assisting Lanvin and Mainboeher, 
you teach golf. I see three marriages, the first two will not mean anything 
— they will be just eases of infatuation — but the third venture will be to 
your true love and will mean everlasting happiness. 

Margery Riddell — You will marry the man of your desire very soon. Yours 
will be the perfect existence. Besides taking care of your five children, 
you will give occasional swimming exhibitions at Jones Beaeh and will 
pose for magazine covers with inmates from your dog and cat hospital. 

Doris Johnson — I can see you traveling around the country in a trailer pulled 
by a 1927 model “ T ” — getting ideas for your exclusive design shoppe on 
Fifth Avenue. You will marry the man of your dreams and after a short 
but profitable career you will settle down to making a commercial ad- 
vertising eompanv pay. 

Harriet Blaney — I ean see you traveling in the darkest jungles in Afriea — 
riding with your little portable typewriter on the back of a huge elephant. 
After a humdrum existence in a large eity where you will work as an 
ordinary stenographer, you will receive an opportunity to be secretary to 
Frank Buck. 

Margot Bltrnett — You will journey to a large city where you will write a 
critical prefaee for a Spanish novel that you translated, that will make 
you famous! Then a tall, blond man will eome your way and you will 
leave fame and a eareer to become the model housewife in a huge, palatial 
home. I see, too, a erowded hall— Ford Hall — yes, it is you and Gertrude 
Stein debating on White versus Pink elephants. 
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Hortense Smith — I see in the future an energetic woman who, in spite of her 
own busy household consisting of three yellow-haired little girls, and five 
priceless angora cats, spends much of her time serving on various com- 
mittees whose purpose is to supply the needy children with vitamins A, 
B and C. 

Marjorie Baldwin — I see a copy of the New York Times book-review section. 
The review on the first page is that of a soon-to-be-popular book : Thoughts 
— A collection by Marjorie Baldwin. The reviewer goes on to make the 
comment that this new writer will surely make history, as well as to cite 
the rumor that Miss Baldwin compiled the collection in less than two 
weeks, but that three years were devoted to its revision. His comment on 
the finished product is, “Worthwhile reading, well and unusually stated.” 

Peggy Pry — I see a large, comfortably furnished room, with an early American 
colonial desk at one end. It is the office of P. Pry, a fashionable interior 
decorator who has become very successful in the preceding two years after 
having received wide acclaim for her settings designed for Hearts Aflame, 
the M. G. M. smash-hit. But apart from this material success, their appears 
now in the cards that proverbial Health, Happiness and Children. 

Margaret Macreery — I see a discreet sign on an apartment door in a fashionable 
district in Hollywood — “Margaret Macreery — Poise, taught and sold.” 
Here one — especially prospective “ cinemalights” — -may learn, for instance, 
the way to enter effectively a drawing-room or any crowded place with 
assurance and grace; or the perfect response when rudely addressed by a 
former friend whose familiarity seems out of place at the moment. 

Billie Cutler — I see a group of women; you are speaking. A party is being 
planned. You have come to aid this Junior League in staging its annual 
ball. I see you a famous hostess, well-known for your own private parties, 
as well as those yodeling frogs in the rear of your garden. 

Barbara Bryan — >1 see you, a smartly dressed figure, entering your spacious, 
charming Georgian home. Your arms are filled with enticing-looking 
bundles, for your adorable, mischievous, six-vear-old daughter, who is saved 
from being spoiled by your easy-going disposition because of her possession 
of that Bryan sense of humor. 

Helen Joy Lee — I see you the eccentric hostess of a smart hostelry in the 
Bavarian Alps. The incongruous note is the American station wagon in 
front of the door, ready at a moment’s notice to take your well-disciplined 
brood of tow-headed children for their daily afternoon ride. 
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Betty Pratt — Here you are, far from your native land, traveling with a circus 
in the darkest parts of South Africa. With the serum you are extracting 
from boa-constrictors you will make discoveries that will revolutionize 
science. 

Elizabeth Bowman — Your experience of being the oldest in the family is 
apparently to lead you into humanitarian interests. I see you here in a 
day nursery busy thinking up games to keep the children occupied until 
their mothers return. 

Louise Scannell — I see a silver monoplane flying swiftly across the plains to 
your ranch in Wyoming where you raise chickens and great Danes. 

Mable Shelden — A room full of small, well-trained children now appears in the 
cards — in the center are you, their popular kindergarten teacher. As 
relaxation there will be your horse Flash, on which you will appear success- 
fully in many a horse show. 

•June Cozad — You will vacation on the Maine coast where you will lead a life of 
quiet before returning to New York for your many libel suits developing 
from the column you run to the despair of even Walter Winchell. 

Edna Collette — A smooth car is gliding through the center of New York. At 
the wheel is a stunning girl who is hurrying to her modeling appointment. 
Beside her are two adorable little boys named Peter and Paul. In the 
afternoon she will attend a fashionable bazaar in the role of fortune teller 
— a hobby which has made her much in demand. 

Harriet Blaney 
Margot Burnett 
Edna Collette 
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THE WILL 

1. From Doris Johnson to Elly Elliott — that well-traveled path to Dartmouth. 

2. Elise Keeney leaves her dazzing eyes and husky voice to any one worthy of 

them. 

3. To Nancy Letchworth from Louise Scannell come the latest and choicest 

bits of news to be related daily and with care. 

4. ’Member that song that goes, ‘ ‘ No, No, a Thousand Times No ! ” ? That ’s what 

Helen Joy sings to herself whenever any one suggests that maybe, after 
all, wouldn’t it be more humanitarian to let those ants go native? 

5. Elizabeth Bowman leaves her nimble tongue to shy Roma Nickerson. 
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6. Betty Pratt’s love of science is left to any one who wishes to be another 

Einstein. 

7. Eddie Collette leaves her sophistication to Marianna Schaupp. 

8. Billie Cutler wills a grateful school some deft ideas on the art of decoration. 

9. Harriet Blaney donates her dry wit to June Cunningham who, we hope, will 

carry it on to greater heights. 

10. To Jean Eorbes goes Marge Riddell’s sculptured headdress. 

11. Mary Lee leaves sweet memories and pale moonlight to Meem Flanigan, 

another lover of nature. 

12. To Marilyn Grover is willed Mabel Sheldon’s even temperament. 

13. Horty’s sunny smiles and cheerful manner are left to the care of Joan Given. 

14. Peggy Fry balks at relinquishing those weekend visits to her — aunt? in 

Boston. 

15. If Barby Bryan were to leave those lashes glued on Jean Clarke’s eyes, 

think what havoc they would wreak ! 

16. Margot Burnett, the procrastinator, always leaves her schoolwork — ever 

before hear of a beneficiary frantic to break the will ? 

17. June Cozad leaves her effervescence to demure Ruth Grant. 

18. Marge Baldwin feels all too airy for this tedious earth now that she has found 

a niche for those books in the able arms of Connie Qua. 

19. The souvenir hunters were prepared to do battle over Mac Macreery’s lock 

of hair, just in case she quite twisted it off during exams. 

20. Margery Fowler bequeaths “Flirtation Walk” to Teeny Haberle who 

really doesn’t need it. 

Marjorie Fowler 
Louise Scannell 
Hortense Smith 
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MISS AVERY'S LECTURE 

The brilliant scarlets, greens and blazing whites softened against a back- 
ground of grey and sombre blue gave the appearance of vast turbans rolled one 
upon another. Thus, Miss Avery, Interpreter of World Events, described the 
Red Square of Russia's Moscow. The Red Tomb, which cradles the embalmed 
body of Nicoli Lenin, the Soviet nation’s beloved emancipator, kindles remem- 
brance, almost reverence, in the Russian peasant. Here, in this square, the symbol 
of their present freedom, was performed the grand review of cheering citizens. 

The history of Russia from its first harrowing days after the Revolution to 
the rapidly advancing progress it has attained today, Miss Avery briefly recounted, 
touching upon the many causes of Russia’s debated entrance in the War of Spain, 
and upon her complicated connection with the European world. 


BASKETBALL GAME AND BANQUET 

On the afternoon of March tenth, the annual basketball game between Cae 
and Kava was played off, with much cheering from the sidelines accompanying 
it. As the game progressed, excitement grew more and more intense, for it was 
early evident that the teams were rather evenly matched. Cae was the first to 
score, however, and maintained her lead throughout the game, although the 
valiant Kavas were never far behind. At the end of play, the final score was 
25-21, favoring Cae. 

After the game, the weary and footsore teams partook of ice cream and 
cookies, which did much to revive them. And, in the evening, the resuscitation 
was completed by a delicious turkey dinner, to which further enjoyment was 
added by the speeches of Mrs. McGay, Miss Breeden and the two club presidents. 


Cae 

SPLINTERS 

The Teams 

Kava 

Fowler 

Side Center 

Cutler 

Haberle 

Center 

Macreery 

Keeney 

Forward 

Baldwin 

Riddell, Capt. 

Forward 

Smith 

Elliott 

Guard 

Letchworth, Capt. 

Johnson 

Guard 

Walsh 

Subs 


Subs 

Burnett 


Blaney 

Marden 


Forbes 

Waterhouse 


Hill 
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EXETER DANCE 



When the Exeter boys arrived on Saturday , March thirteenth, to give their 
annual concert — which by the way was better than ever this year — they must 
have thought from the snow outside and the red and green decorations in the 
gymnasium that Christmas was reigning at Rogers Hall. After the usual pangs 
of meeting our partners for dinner were safely over, dancing began to the gay 
strains of Exeter’s famous jazz orchestra. During the evening, several talented 
members of the Musical Club entertained us with singing original songs and 
playing specialty numbers. How we hope that our guests went back to the New 
Hampshire hills with a good opinion of Rogers Hall ! 

J. M. 
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RECITAL BY MUSIC STUDENTS 


On Sunday, March twenty-first, at five o’clock, Rogers Hall was enter- 
tained by a program presented by the music students. The following selections 
were played : 


Return of Spring Anthony 

Jane Rohrer 

Rosamond’s Air Schubert 

Martha Reymond 

To a Wild Rose McicDozvell 

Eloise Dickey 

Song — You’ll Get Heaps o’ Lickin’s Clarke 

Lucy Wheeler 

The Bells Bassett 

Nobod v Knows de Trouble I've Seen Negro Spiritual 

Joan Waterhouse 

Prelude Porter 

Lucy Wheeler 

Golliwog’s Cake Walk Debussy 

Barbara Bryan 

Fantasie Impromptu Chopin 

Barbara Marden 



KAVA BASKETBALL TEAM 




CAE SWIMMING TEAM 




SCHOOL NOTES 


29 


In consideration of the fact that several of the pupils who performed had 
just commenced piano lessons this year, they all played remarkably well. In 
addition to this part of the program, the songs by Lucy Wheeler gave much enjoy- 
ment to the recital. 

B. B. 


s 

DRAMATICS CLASS PLAYS 

The group of plays presented by the Dramatics Class, Tuesday, March 
twenty-third, provided an interesting contrast of selection. 

Christopher Morley’s “The Rehearsal,” characterized by his clever 
dialogue, furnished excellent opportunity for “Meem” Flanigan's Irish brogue. 
Eloise Dickey, as the frustrated director, Roma Nickerson, as the well-portra3 r ed 
self-satisfied actress, Jean McGay, as the anxious knitter, and Ruth Grant as the 
solicitous friend, wove a composite picture of a hurriedly fashioned college play. 

A brief scene from the loved “Barretts of Wimpole Street” was well 
performed by Marge Fowler as Elizabeth and Pauline Dupuis as Charlotte. 

“Five Birds in a Cage” roused many a laugh from the attentive audience. 
Peggy Fry, masked by superb make-up and a casual “Dunno, lady, ” was well 
aided by Mable Sheldon, an extremely well-portrayed cockney ; Martha Reymond, 
his excellently bashful friend; Joan Waterhouse and Billie Cutler, the two, with 
wondrous accents, representing the English nobility. 

An excerpt from Maxwell Anderson’s “Queen Elizabeth” left the air 
pulsing with those final words spoken superbly by Marge Fowler, the distraught 
Queen, to the vanishing Earl, Pauline Dupuis. 

M. B. 
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FOUNDER’S DAY 

As May seventh, the annual Founder’s Day, rolled around once more, the 
school was the scene of keen activity. At ten o’clock visitors began to arrive 
until, at luncheon time, the dining hall was filled to capacity. After a satisfying 
repast of lobster salad and strawberries and ice cream, all repaired to the swim- 
ming-pool in the gym, to watch the water pageant which we had been preparing 
for the .past several weeks. 

The pageant was the dramatization of the story of Pan and Narcissa 
through dancing, swimming and diving. Charming costumes by Miss Breeden 
added much attraction to the basic pantomime, which was ably directed by Mrs. 
Johnston, our swimming instructor. 


H. S. 
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MR. LAWRENCE WHITE OF THE BOSTON SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA 

At four-thirty, Sunday afternoon, on May sixteenth, Rogers Hall had the 
great fortune of listening to a talk presented by Lawrence White. Mr. White 
plays the percussion instruments in the Boston Symphony Orchestra and came 
to tell us a bit about what goes on behind the scenes. His lecture was both in- 
teresting and entertaining, flowered with many humorous anecdotes. He also 
answered several questions asked him by the audience concerning his work and 
the work of his friends. Having completed his informal talk, he played a few 
selections that he, himself, had composed. 

Apparently a member of the Boston Symphony Orchestra is not necessarily 
so formidable after all ! 

B. B. 
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SENIOR PROM 

At last the long-awaited and much-discussed day, Maj^ twenty-second, 
arrived. How busy we all were in the midst of our excitement as we artistically 
arranged fragrant lilacs and apple-blossoms as a colorful background for the 
spacious dining-room ! And, also, how relieved we were when we saw the gay 
Japanese lanterns being hung up beneath the chestnut trees after the storm cloud 
had passed over! At seven o’clock, when most of our guests had arrived, a 
delicious dinner was served on the porches. Dancing followed to the music of 
Charlie Wallace’s orchestra until the familiar strain of “Home, Sweet Home” 
brought the enjoyable evening to a close. Congratulations should be given to the 
able committee headed by Margaret Macreery on their originality for the programs 
and effectiveness of the decorations. 


RIDING 


The year of riding at Mitchell ’s School finally concluded with the selection 
of the Cae and Kava teams, Cae being given first honors. 


Cae 

E. Elliott 
D. Johnson 
C. Qua 
M. Riddell 


Kava 
B. Cutler 
J. Forbes 
M. Baldwin 
L. Scannell 


H. S. 
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SWIMMING MEET 


May twenty-sixth is a memorable date for Kava Club, as it was on this day 
that her members so efficieritiy swam and dived to the decisive victory of 68-18 
over Cae Club. In spite of the wide difference in the score, Cae showed Kava 
some very strong opposition. 

The most amusing events of the day were the stunts of each club. Cae 
was extremely funny with a skit revolving around Pop-Eye and Olive-Oyl. And 
Kava’s stunt, which won the award of five points, concerned the wedding of 
Towser Dog-fish with Kitty Cat-fish. 


Kava 
•J. Forbes 
M. Macreery 
L. Scannell 
H. Smith 
L. Wheeler 


The Teams 
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Cae 

E. Elliott 
M. Flanigan 
B. Pratt 
M. Proctor 
M. Riddell 

H. S 


PROFESSOR HARLOW OF SMITH COLLEGE 

On the afternoon of May thirtieth, Professor Harlow of Smith College 
lectured upon “What an Education Ought to Do for Us.” His four con- 
clusions were that it should make us see reality, understand others, gain an in- 
sight to God, provide an incentive to do something. His interesting talk was 
centered about Miss Helen Hill, Rogers Hall’s former Latin teacher. 


TENNIS 


The tennis finals were played off partly on Saturday and partly on Bacca- 
laureate Sunday, the latter day furnishing a fine crowd of spectators for the 
hardworking Elise Keeney, Cae, and Jean Forbes, Kava. The score was very 
even, but Forbsy finally won. 

The Teams 


Kava 


Cae 

H. Blaney 

P. 

Fry 

J. Forbes 

D. 

Johnson 

L. Scannell 

E. 

Keeney 

L. Wheeler 

B. 

Mar den 


H. S. 
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CLUB SUPPERS 

The last gathering of the school clubs took place on June third in the form 
of a picnic for both clubs. Kava was entertained by Martha Walsh and her 
mother at their summer cabin on Long Pond. There were canoeing and hiking to 
arouse appetites for the supper of sandwiches and regular picnic fare. 

The members of Cae Club were daunted by the rain, which was rather 
noticeable at that particular hour, and decided to staj’ home and eat in the House. 
Afterward they took in a moving-picture downtown. 

Both presidents were at this time presented with their parting gifts from 
the Clubs — to Margaret Macreerv, a handsome pen and pencil set in black and 
gold, and to Doris Johnson, a beautiful gold-fitted evening bag. 

H. S. 
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STUDENT COUNCIL 

First Semester 
Edna Collette, President 
Margot Burnett, Secretary-Treasurer 

Doris Johnson Nancy Letchworth 

Helen Lee Margaret Macreery 


Second Semester 
Nancy Letchworth, President 
Kathleen Haberle, Secretary -Treasurer 


Margot Burnett 
Doris Johnson 


Helen Lee 
Margaret Macreery 




THE CAST OF “GREEN STOCKINGS” 
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ALSO ON THE CALENDAR 
March 

5th — The incomparable Lunts in “Idiots Delight.” 

7tli — The unsung heroes of America and what heroes they really were — Miss 
Underhill. 

14th — A glimpse into the mysteries of chemistry, thrilling to say the least — 
Miss Sanders. 

19th — The Music Tea — Miss LeButt entertains the trembling performers-to-be 
with excellent food and a very amusing game. 

April 

9th — What a pleasant surprise ! Girls from Wheaton College demonstrate the 
latest aesthetic and interpretive dances before an envious audience. 

16t.h — Another Kava Supper — What fun ! Delicious hamburgers and coffee. 

20th — To Andover — to see Trudi Schoop and her picturesque Comic Ballet. 

23rd — Caes. too, have a supper — the same hamburgers and coffee — plus movies ! 

25tli — Some thoughts on building a personality — Mrs. McGay. 

27th — A few of us musically-minded go to Boston for the last Symphony. 

May 

2nd — Miss Soroka from the International Institute tells us the difficulties which 
confront immigrants in adjusting themselves to our language and customs. 

12th — The faculty were lenient — and wc, too, listened to those solemn words in 
Westminster Abbey and followed the procession all the way back to Buck- 
ingham Palace. 

21st — The Council steps out to the movies — the real thrill, that late-hour entrance. 

23rd — Breakfast in the House for those of us whose escorts remained for Sunday. 
(Cornell gives good training in the art of scrambling eggs!) 

June 

4th — Annual spelldown — the Seniors victorious, with Margot winning the in- 
dividual honors and the bugbear — codicil ! 

5th — Clambering over rocks and a very cold plunge in the Atlantic for some at 
Singing Beach. What were those tales of leap-frog and The Star Spangled 
Banner on the way home in the bus 1 


M. B. 
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COMMENCEMENT 
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BACCALAUREATE 

On June sixth, the pupils of Rogers Hall attended Baccalaureate Services 
at St. Anne’s Church. An inspiring sermon was delivered by Rev. Cornelius 
Trowbridge, canon of St. Paul ’s Cathedral in Boston. He illustrated the general 
subject of his talk by a French proverb “Si jeunesse savait; si viellesse pouvait,” 
which is translated “If youth knew; if age could.” 


GLEE CLUB CONCERT 


On Sunday afternoon, June sixth, guests of the school were entertained by 
a delightful concert given by the Glee Club. This was the result of a year’s hard 
work under the skillful and patient guidance of Miss LeButt. The program was 
as follows : 


“The Thoughts are Free” German Folksong 

“The Winter Wind” Scotch Folksong 


La Bastringue” 

Gently, Johnny” 

Margot Burnett 
Joan Waterhouse 
Lucy Wheeler 


French Folksong 

English Folksong 

Louise Scanned 
Barbara Marden 
Roma Nickerson 


“Night Song” 


Szvedish Folksong 


“Baboon’s Wedding” American Folksong 

“Arkansas Traveler” American Folksong 


Intermission 

Gilbert and Sullivan Group 


“Prithee, Pretty Maiden” (duet) “Patience” 

Grosvenor — Jean Clarke Patience — Barbara Bryan 

“The Winter Wind” Scotch Folksong 

“Braid the Raven Hair” “The Mikado” 

Solo — Hortense Smith 

Solo — “Love Is a Plaintive Song” “ Patience ” 

Lucy Wheeler 

“So Please You, Sir, We Much Regret” “The Mikado” 

Chorus 

Yum- Yum — Lucy Wheeler Jean Clarke Billie Cutler 

Peep-Bo — Marilyn Grover Barbara Bryan Peggy Fry 

Pitti-Sing — Elise Keeney Margaret Macreery Mary Lee Bailliere 

Pooh-Bah — Joan Given Margot Burnett 


“Dance a Cachucha, Fandango, Bolero” 


“ The Gondoliers” 
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SENIOR LUNCHEON AND CLASS DAY EXERCISES 

June seventh found the seniors of Rogers Hall tearing madly hither and 
thither. Finally all became calm, and undergraduates, parents, faculty and 
seniors proceeded to their places in the dining-room. With much laughter, the 
clever “jingles” prepared by a committee of undergraduates were read by each 
senior and the accompanying present displayed. Dainty charm bracelets with the 
year, cap, book, embellished with the letters, R. H., and diploma, all dangling in 
tinkling array, were also enjoyed by the seniors as farewell gifts from the under- 
graduates. 

After Mrs. McGay had thanked various members of the assembly, all went 
to the school-room in anticipation of the awarding of athletic prizes by Mrs. 
McGay, and the senior will and prophecy. 

Athletic 
Hockey 
Basketball 
Swimming 
Tennis 
Ping-Pong 
Badminton 
Riding 

“R. II. ’s” 

Doris J ohnson 
Elise Keeney 
Nancy Letchworth 
Margaret Macreery 
Marjorie Riddell 
Louise Scannell 

Hortense Smith 

Individual Tennis Cup — Jean Forbes 
Posture Cup — F rancis Hill 
Ping-Pong Award — Jean Forbes 
Badminton Award — Elise Keeney 

Club Pkesidents for 1937-1938 
Cae — Barbara Marden Kava — Jean Forbes 

Many uncontemplated futures were then revealed, and, as the seniors re- 
linquished their cherished possessions, frequent smiles were witnessed upon the 
countenances of those listening. (See Senior Section). 

Thus, with the appropriate singing of the Undergraduate and Senior 
songs, came to an end our last informal moments together. ]y[ 3 


Marjorie Baldwin 
Harriet Blaney 
Billie Cutler 
Eleanor Elliott 
Jean Forbes 
Kathleen Haberle 


Awards 


Won by 

Cae 

a a 

C i 

c c a 

Kav 

a u 

i C 

a a 

c c 

a a 

Cae 

C 4 ( c 

c c 
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“GREEN STOCKINGS,” THE COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

As the brilliant lights were lowered, “Green Stockings” with all its 
buoyant youth and comedy began. With the advent of Celia Faraday, (Edna 
Collette), the plot rapidly proceeded. The incongruous mixup of mistaken 
identities provided hilarity, which never lagged, throughout the play. 

Celia, who longs for admiring attention, gains it by an adoption of some 
fictitious character as her fiance. Instead of proving quite dead, however, when 
on October eleventh, she killed his image, Colonel Smith arrived upon the scene, 
eventually to capture Celia in true earnest. 

Thanks should go to Miss Rogers, and to Miss Clark for her help in the 
settings. 

The Cast 


Colonel J. N. Smith, D. S. O Pauline Dupuis 

William Faraday, J. P Joan Waterhouse 

Admiral Grice, R. N Peggy Fry 

Hon. Robert Tarver Billie Cutler 

James Raleigh Miriam Flanigan 

Henry Steele Elise Keeney 

Martin Lucy Wheeler 

Celia Faraday Edna Collette 

Evelyn Trenchard Jean McGay 

Madge Rockingham Mable Sheldon 

Phyllis Faraday Martha Reymond 

Mrs. Chisholm Faraday Margery Fowler 


Property Committee 


Kathleen Haberle Nancy Letchworth 

Elizabeth Bowman Ruth Grant 

M. B. 


S 

COMMENCEMENT EXERCISES 

On June eighth after the annual reception in the drawing-room, an excited 
group of girls, soon to become alumnae, marched up the gymnasium aisle to the 
strains of the traditional “Pomp and Circumstance” to receive their diplomas. 
The seniors, clad in flowing white dresses and carrying pink roses and blue lark- 
spur, were led in by their marshal, Kathleen Haberle. The marshal for Mrs. 
McGay was Barbara Marden, for the school, Joan Waterhouse, and for the faculty, 
Lucy Wheeler. 

The exercises opened with a prayer by Mr. Grannis followed by the intro- 
duction of the Commencement speaker, Reverend Ashley D. Leavitt, D. D., of 
Harvard Church in Brookline. Mr. Leavitt’s subject was “Keep Faith,” under 
which he developed three important points: First, keeping faith with past 
generations ; second, keeping faith with those around you, and third, keeping faith 
in yourself. His address was timely, inspirational and alive. 
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Mr. Grannis, President of the Board of Trustees, then greeted the grad- 
uating class. In a very friendly manner, both humorous and serious, he spoke 
about the vital necessity of one’s I. Q.’s and P. Q.’s. After he had given out the 
diplomas, Margaret Macreerv, President of the Senior Class, presented the gift of 
money to the school to be used to purchase a new radio for the library, or oriental 
rugs, whatever the need might be. Mrs. McGay, in behalf of the undergraduates, 
graciously accepted the gift and bade farewell to the seniors, always assuring them 
of a warm welcome whenever they might return to the school. Following the 
awarding of the prizes, the school song was sung which brought the Commence- 
ment exercises of 1937 to a close. 


3 

AWARDS AND HONORS 

Underhill Honor— College Preparatory 
Marjorie Baldwin 


Underh ill Honor — Academic 
Edna Collette 


Scholarship Honor List 

(Average of 85% and above throughout the year) 


Marjorie Baldwin 
Harriet Blaney 
Margot Burnett 
Edna Collette 


IIortense Smith 


Nancy Letchworth 
Frances Hill 
Barbara Marden 
Jean McGay 


Honorable Mention in Scholarship 


Jean Forbes 
Margery Fowler 
Peggy Fry 
Pauline Dupuis 


Joan Given 
Kathleen Haberle 
Elise Keeney 
Margaret Macreery 


Martha Walsh 
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PRIZES 

Athletic Cup 

Jean Forbes 

Dramatics 

Edna Collette 

Honorable Mention in Dramatics 

Paultne Dupuis 
Margery Fowler 

Art 

Pauline Tarr 

Honorable Mention in Art 

Barbara Harden 
Marjorie Ann Proctor 

Music Appreciation 

Margot Burnett 


Honorable Mention in Music Appreciation 

Edna Collette 
Miriam Flanigan 
Margaret Macreery 
Barbara Harden 
Lucy Wheeler 


Splinters Prizes 

Essay — Miriam Flanigan 
Poetry — Hortensf. Smith 
Short Story — Marjorie Baldwin 


J. M. 



^Alumnae (A (ezvs 
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On April third, Charlotte Howard was married to Dr. Frederick Alton 
Webster, at her home in Lowell. They are living at 298 Pleasant Street, Rumford, 
Rhode Island. 

On April twenty-second, Fayetta Audette was married to Mr. Waldron 
Carter Wliite, in Manchester, New Hampshire. 

On June twenty-sixth, Blanche Clough was married to Robert E. 
Donaldson, in Chelmsford, Massachusetts. 

On July third, Martha Bray will be married to Mr. John Fairbain 
Jenkisson, in New York City. They will make their home in Highland Park, 
Illinois. 

The engagement has been announced of Miss Anne Dauchy to Mr. John H. 
Tyler, of Webster, Massachusetts. 

On March, thirty-first, a daughter, Gaywood Throckmorton, was born to 
Lt. and Mrs. Benjamin May, 2nd, (Betty Throckmorton). 

On April twelfth, a daughter, Beverly, was born to Mr. and Mrs. Edward 
B. Bell, (Elizabeth Lee Page). 

On May ninth, a son was born to Mr. and Mrs. Frederic D. Riley, Jr., 
(Priscilla Fox) . 

On April first, Mrs. McGay met with the New York Group of Rogers Hall 
Alumnae at the Scarsdale Golf Club. Katherine Steen Larmon was in charge of 
the meeting and the afternoon was greatly enjoyed by all who were present. 
Many classes were represented by the following : Cynthia Chisholm, Peggy Beebe, 
Ruth Higby, ’36; Dorothy DeVoe, Ruth Grant, ’34; Betty Ohl, ’33; Martha 
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Brubaker, ’32; Margaret Murray Midgely, ’28; Margaret Kip Jenkins, ’27; 
Virginia Pardee Krech, Mildred Horton Smyth, ’25 ; Dorothy Beebe Long, ’19 ; 
Dorothy Hunter Iliggons, ’18; Marion Huffman Miller, ’15; Eileen Patterson, 
Helen Towle Crieghton, Marian Alev Oertel, Helen Smith Gleason, Ethel Stark 
Jones, Katherine Steen Larmon, ’14; Cora Chase Williamson, ’ll; Ethel Walsh 
Cleveland. 

Founder’s Day this year was celebrated with an interesting water-pageant 
in the swimming-pool, after the usual delicious luncheon of lobster salad followed 
by strawberries and ice cream. Although there were several alumnae who ex- 
pected to be with us, but were unable to come at the last minute, we were delighted 
to greet the following: Dorothy Marden Fairbanks, Catherine McQuade, Julia 
Stevens, Helen Shannon Jones, Patricia Mason, Mary Murphy, Barbara Homer, 
Virginia Fitz, Mary Benger Drowne, Doris Lent Dunlop, Mila Lewis Torrey, 
Dorothy Drewson Puffer, Jessie Archer, Barbara Buckland, Helen Eveletli, 
Margaret Smith Godard, Betty Cleveland, Peggy Palmer, Elaine Putnam, Carol 
Nottage, Barbara Murphy, Marjorie Conlthurst Smith, Anne Keith Uhlenhaut, 
Eleanor Pratt, Isabel Carpenter Bowen, Louise Grover deMesquita, Frances 
Brazer Northridge. 

Receiving their degrees at colleges this month are Virginia Baker, from 
Skidmore; Nancy Burke, from Connecticut; Ruth Grant, from Wellesley; Peggy 
Neilson, from Mount Holyoke ; Elizabeth Small, from Duke University. 

Carol Proctor has been elected Business Manager of the “Legenda,” the 
Wellesley Year Book, which also makes her a class officer for 1938. 

Carol Nottage has served this year on the Council of the Radcliffe Outing 
Club which is an intercollegiate activity. 

Priscilla Freeman has carried on her interest in dramatics this year by 
appearing in plays given by The Erskine School, and also, by the Browne and 
Nichols School in Cambridge. 

The class of 1936 was well represented during the Commencement activities 
by Virginia Fitz, Priscilla Freeman, Kathleen Haberle, Ruth Higby, Frances 
Hill, Barbara Homer, Ruth Jones. Helen Larmon, Ethel Louprette, Betty 
Macdonald, Elaine Putnam, Martha Walsh, Helen Wliittet and Constance 
Winnette. 

On June twenty-fifth, the Pennsylvania alumnae are planning a picnic at 
Elizabeth McConkey Gailey’s in York. Children are included in the invitation 
and w r e understand that the response has been most enthusiastic. In fact, “so 
far, we have eight alumnae and twelve children, ages ranging from seven to 
seventeen — both boys and girls !” 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 

Lowell' s 



Busiest and 
Best 



Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Speaking of Price 

g 

“THERE IS HARDLY ANYTHING IN 
THE WORLD THAT SOME MAN CAN- 
NOT MAKE A LITTLE WORSE AND 
SELL A LITTLE CHEAPER AND THE 
PEOPLE WHO CONSIDER PRICE ONLY 
ARE THIS MAN’S LAWFUL PREY” 

— Attributed to Ruskin 

Speaking of Quality 

g 

Trustworthy Goods 
Character in Merchandise 
Low Prices for Quality 
Exactness of Statements 
Pleasant Personal Service 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


at 



a Merchandise of oJSCERIT Only 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson’s better fuels 
and better heating service . 




E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Tel. 4940 Tel. 135 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

IRON FIREMAN COAL STOKERS 


(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street Lowell, Massachusetts 
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S.S. PIERCE CO 
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FAMOUS FOR 

• 

GOOD FOODS 

CANDIES 

GIFT BOXES 

DELICACIES 

SALTED NUTS 

PERFUMES 

TOILETRIES 


Fashions and Foods 

In 1831, ladies of fashion looked to Lon- 
don — not Paris or Hollywood — for fashion 
news. Fashion “flashes” came slowly by 
packet ship — not by cable. Godey’s Lady’s 
Book — not Vogue — was the fashion Bible, 
Then, as now, S. S. Pierce Co. was head- 
quarters for good things to eat from both 
the old and the new worlds. 


Mail Order Address: S. S. PIERCE CO., BOSTON 



u Say it with Flowers ” 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

Daniel Gage, Inc. 
ICE 

Manufactured and Natural 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

Osterman Coal Co. 

Coal - N. E. Coke - Cleercoal - Fire Place Wood 
Heating Oils - Automatic Coal Stokers 
and the Proper Kind of Prepared Dry Stoker Coal 

791 Tels. 792 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

Plumbing and 
Heating 




LOWELL 


A Store with a long range 
of experience so completely 
stored and with so many reli- 
able connections — that no 
order is too large or too small 
to be immediately and cor- 
rectly filled. 
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CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

Compliments of 

g 

PRINCE-COTTER 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Jewelers 

Producers of Fine Foods 

DIAMOND anti GIFT SPECIALISTS 

104 Merrimack St. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 
General Insurance 

45 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

Tel 144 

Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

KATIIER NE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

“A little shop with a sincere 
desire to serve you ” 

ALL HEATED CARS 

OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 

DEPOT 

’ TAXI 

TEL. 

32 


MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE 


Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL . 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 


LAUNDRY AND DRY CLEANING 

QUALITY WORK AT POPULAR PRICES 
FREE DELIVERY IN LOWELL AND NEARBY TOWNS 

Phone Lowell 5309 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER STREET LOWELL 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Page Catering Company 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephones: 893—894 

Telephone 6596-J 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 

DILLON DYE WORKS 

Stationers 

Gift Shop 

5 East Merrimack St. 

Toy Shop 

TEL. 453 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

Marden & Murphy 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Commercial Specialists 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

15 Kearney Square 

COURIER- CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mass. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

Fine Cutlery 

Fine Plane Goods 

Qharles 7". Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

at 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

THE THOMPSON 

Specializing in Electric Light 

HARDWARE CO. 

and Power Installation 

Tel. 156—157 

Telephone 5708 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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NINETY-FIVE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


WOODMORELAND STABLES 


MIDDLESEX ROAD BURLINGTON, MASS. 




REASONABLE BOARDING RATES 
TELEPHONE LEXINGTON 0484 


Horses of the Better Class 
Expert Instructors 


w. j. HOARE 


Sea Food of All Kinds 
in its Season 


Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 


“For Your Health's Sake 

Eat More Fish ” 



Now Distributed by the 
Oldest Food Store in 

Lowell 


T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 


l 
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Established 1898 Telephone 2546 


Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

143 E. MERRIMACK STREET 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds of 

Roofing Material 


147 Rock Street, Lowell, Mass. 

Tel. 4536 We Call and Deliver 

Compliments of a 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 
BOSTON, MASS. 

FRIEND 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

“Where School and Hotel Folks 

Gather * r 

Compliments of 

For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

DR. ¥M. R. PEPIN 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 

CARROLL CUT RATE 
PERFUMER 

Compliments of 

Catering to Rogers Hall Needs 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 
& SON 

72 MERRIMACK ST. 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

LOWEST LOWELL PRICES 

Lowell, Mass. 
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Fountain Pens 

Compliments of 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

Mechanics 

Savings Bank 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 

“On th e Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

Lorney O’Connor 

PAINTEB and 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

PAPEB HANGER 

Lowell 

Telephone 4132 

Compliments of 

Compliments of the 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 

Derby Electric Motors Co. 

INC. 

ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES 
FIXTURES 

E. C. Pearson Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and 
Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 

Construction and Supplies 

WALLPAPERS 

40-44 Middle Street 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Phones 3096 and 3097 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

93 Bridge Street Lowell, Mass. 
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Seeds and Garden Supplies 

Tools and Implements 

Builders’ Hardware - Wallpaper 
and Paints 

BARTLETT & DOW CO. 

208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 

Economy Rug Works 

Up-to-Date Cleaning and Repairing 

All Work Guaranteed 

607 Middlesex Street - Lowell 855 

Compliments 

Compliments of 

of 


A FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


Please Patronize 
Our Advertisers 
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You may be surprised to receive a December number of “Splinters,” but 
being inspired with the hope of an invigorating, true New England winter after 
the fiasco of last year, we, the board, are filled with zest and kindling enthusiasm 
to publish three issues of our school magazine — the first time in many years. (Or 
perhaps this ambition and sudden outburst of energy is brought about in defiance 
of this present day business “recession,” which we sanguinelv declare will darken 
our doors no longer). The form, which you so graciously accepted and praised 
last year, will be retained almost throughout. However, being extremely proud 
of the Kogers Hall seal, we have emphasized its importance to us on the revised 
cover, a fact of which you are now aware. 

Although we heartily agree with last year’s editor when she remarked that 
these larger pages are not too easy to fill when thoughts are not prolific, yet words 
come easily in this our New' Year’s wish to our readers: May your resolutions be 
carried out successfully, and ma} T we keep ours in attempting to give you a 
‘ ‘ Splinters ’ ’ marked with individuality and interest. 
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HAVE WE FORGOTTEN? 

At Christmas time we think of joys 
In gay festivities ; 

Of holly wreaths, ancl children’s toys, 
And tinsel-covered trees. 

With feasts and gifts we celebrate 
A day of peace and bliss. 

But did lie die to consecrate 
His gospel just for this? 

Have we forgotten thus His birth, 

The life of woe and grief 

That He endured to save this earth 

From sin and unbelief? 


Barbara Marden, ’38 
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THE CONDEMNED 

Through the immense cold hall 
A shrill whistle cut the air, 

A few curt commands whipped forth, 

And the tread of marching feet 
Began 

Slow, even, heavy, monotonous steps 

Marching, marching 

Not with the quick pace of the free, 

But with the sad, heavy pace of the condemned. 

Ellen Blanchard, ’38 
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IN THE CITY LAMP’S GLOWING 

Looking down the street on a bleak, drizzly night in December after the city 
lights had gone on, I noticed my favorite majestic maple had taken on a sinister 
appearance. 

The silvery webbed branches with the friendly city light shining through 
reminded me of a spider’s silky web which had taken days of careful labor to 
weave. The few remaining leaves that had survived the wind and snow were a 
blackish silver as the back of a spider. In the gentle wind that prevailed they 
moved mysteriously to and fro like the spider stealthily approaching his victim 
who had been innocently caught in his work of art. 

The branches, as I looked through them, formed many geometric figures in 
my imaginary web. The silver touch of the light made them glisten like priceless 
jewels. In one remote corner, there was a strange darkness which took away the 
beauty of the web. This black, gruesome corner was slippery and slimy-looking 
like the mud flats of the ocean at midnight after the tide has gone out. My eye 
did not remain in this strangely fascinating but terrifying spot, as cold chills 
crept slowly up my spine, and, as I quickly glanced towards the center of the web 
— in the direction of the light — the light seemed to be twinkling as if laughing 
merrily at my imagination and myself. 


Jane Wescott, ’39 


6 


THE SEA SHELL AND THE MIRROR 

Long, long ago, when the earth was young and imagination played a part in 
people’s lives, there lived a well -beloved king and queen. The queen was called 
Angela (but the king called her Darling) and the king’s mother had named him 
Perfecto (hut the queen called him Dearest). The happy couple lived in the most 
beautiful palace you ever day-dreamed about. It was fashioned of purest, palest 
pink marble, and had little gold and silver balconies. Angela had absolutely 
hundreds of lovely, lovely dresses, and Perfecto had rooms of gold and jewels. 
But a million times more than they loved all these things, they loved their baby 
boy, Prince Marvel. Now Prince Marvel was but a month old on the day of his 
christening — the daj r which marks the beginning of my tale. 

The fair May morn dawned bright and clear as well befits so momentous an 
event. All the friends and relatives of the king and queen had been invited, 
and all brought gifts to aid the young prince on the road of life. Each laid at the 
feet of the young prince his exquisite and costly gift. At last there was but one 
guest who had not come forward, a sweet and lovely, but poor fairy. Now this 
fairy was a dear friend of Angela ’s and so, of course, had been invited, but no one 
really expected her to bring an offering; however, she stepped up to the tiny 
prince and said, “Little Prince, I have no jewels and no gold. All I have is this 
mirror and this sea shell which were given to me by m} r great-great-grandmother, 
who was Queen of the Fairies. You will not make use of these gifts for many 
years, my lad, for they are to aid you in your search for the fair maid who is to 
become your bride. When you meet a lovely lady who strikes your fancy, be 
she Princess or peasant, look into the mirror and put your ear to the shell and 
say, ‘ Crystal mirror, and shell of the sea, show and tell what she thinks of me ! ’ 
The mirror will reflect things as they really are and the shell will voice her 
thoughts of you. Thus, you may let your pride and conscience be your guide.” 
So saying, the fairy looked into the innocent eyes of the princeling, kissed his 
rose-petal cheek, smiled at Angela, and simply melted away. 

Twenty years went by, and Angela was as beautiful as ever, and Perfecto 
just as handsome. Prince Marvel had grown in grace, strength and wisdom. He 
was a tall lad, of beauteous countenance, well-trained in every sport and not 
unversed in Latin and Greek. 

One day, that in its shining splendor seemed to hear no evil, Angela was 
walking in her gardens. Pier eyes fell on a rose so lovely that she stooped and 
plucked it forth from its crown of glistening leaves. As she bent her gleaming 
head to note its fragrance, she heard a tiny voice whisper in her ear. “Oh, 
Queen, I am the fairy of the garden. For centuries I have lived in the heart of 
a flower. I bade you choose this rose that I might speak with you. I have 
watched your son grow from enchanting babyhood to stalwart youth. I have 
watched him play in the garden in years gone by, and now I would see him ride 
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forth from yonder stables in search of a bride, for it is written in the stars that 
the time has come for the son of this house to become betrothed. For, great Lady, 
though it breaks my heart in twain to be the bearer of such ill-tidings, you are 
soon to end your earthly existence. It is the wish of your humble subjects and 
your devoted fairies that there always be a gracious lady to grace this palace. 
Farewell, my own Queen, well have you ruled our kingdom, and well are you loved 
in return. We shall meet again in the land of the fairies, and again shall I tell 
you of my homage.” 

Angela replied with a wistful smile, ‘ ‘ Keep watch o ’er my gardens, immortal 
being, and good-bye to you, Rosaline, fairy of the garden.” As Angela laid the 
rose tenderly on its mossy bed, upon its velvet petals shone a glistening tear. 


Spurs clanked and armor shone silver in the dazzling glare of the bright sun 
as Marvel set forth to seek his bride. His steed was black as ebony, and shone like 
satin. He was fleet as the west wind, but gentle and loving as a kitten. Around 
the slender waist of the prince was girt an exquisitely wrought sword — its hilt 
encrusted with jewels. In a box of flue-carved ivory, firmly bound to his saddle, 
he carried the sea shell and the mirror. All day he rode, stopping only to drink 
of the clear waters of a rural spring. 

When night drew near, he saw silhouetted against the evening sky the turrets 
of a great castle. Spurring his weary horse onward, he at last drew rein at the 
edge of the castle’s moat. As he waited expectantly, the piercing but musical 
note of a trumpet tore through the twilight silence. As if by magic the great 
drawbridge fell over the crevice, and with a smile on his lips, Prince Marvel 
crossed the bridge into the unknown. His great adventure had begun. 

When he reached the entrance to the castle, as if by magic a groom appeared 
and took the reins of his horse. As lie stepped to the door, the heavy portal 
swung inward, revealing a footman — handsomely attired in silk and satin. With 
a sweeping bow, he said, “What is your desire in this house, my lord?” 

The prince in turn spoke graciously, “I would speak with your master.” 

At these words the footman stepped back, allowing the prince to enter. The 
first sight that met his eyes was an immense hall, flanked on all sides with im- 
posing granite pillars. The room was steeped in shadows and silence. As he 
stood waiting, a faint rustle in the gloom caused him to turn his head. On doing 
this, he saw a slight figure walking quickly toward him. As his eyes became more 
accustomed to the shadows, he perceived that it was that of a woman, and a 
beauteous one. She was of majestic bearing and her hair fell in ebony strands 
over her trailing robes to her well-shod feet. Her eyes were pools of murky 
darkness, and mirrored in their impenetrable depths was a glance which eluded 
Marvel, but her lips were turned into a welcoming smile and in a low, husky tone, 
she said, ‘ ‘ I am the Princess Selna, and sole mistress of this castle. What is your 
mission, Sire?” 
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“Greetings to you, my lady; I am Prince Marvel, come from o’er the purple 
mountains. I am tired and hungry and would beg of you food and a couch upon 
which to rest my weary bones.” 

The princess reached for an embroidered bell-cord, and with an imperious 
jerk rang for a servant. On his appearance, she ordered, “Escort Prince Marvel 
to the banquet hall and give him supper. Bid the cook prepare a succulent dish 
of broiled peacock’s tongues and a tasty salad of orchid petals.” 

Our prince turned and followed the lackey. After a most satisfying repast, 
the princess again appeared with a lighted taper in her hand. “Come,” she said, 
“follow me.” The prince rose and obeyed her wish. The dainty tap-tap of the 
footsteps of the princess and the firm but light tread of the prince reverberated 
through the winding corridors until at last they came to a tapestried door. Hold- 
ing high the lighted taper, Selna bade Marvel rest well and awake refreshed. 

Marvel thanked her profusely and stepped into the chamber. Sinking 
gracefully onto the silken cushions, he mused, “Here is a lady of noble birth and 
fair countenance. She is alone in this great castle. Would she not become my 
bride?” So saying, he drew forth from the ivory box the sea shell and the mirror. 
He put the sea shell to his ear and gazed into the mirror as he said, “Crystal 
mirror and shell of the sea, show and tell what she thinks of me. ’ ’ 

Instantly he heard the sea shell murmur in a shocked voice, “Prince, tear 
away from her vicious hold! All she wants is your silver and gold; she’s poor 
as poor for all her show — if you know what’s good, you’ll quickly go!” 

And turning to the mirror he saw the princess, seated at her desk and figur- 
ing desperately. The prince thought for a moment and then remembered that 
the peacock tongue stew had been a little watery, and the tapestries were a little 
worn, so he nodded wisely, thanked the mirror and the sea shell and retired. 

When he awoke, dawn was beginning to enfold the earth in its rosy embrace. 
Marvel arose and softly quitted the chamber. Suddenly from around the corner 
of the corridor the Princess Selna appeared. “Did you rest in comfort, Prince 
Marvel?” she inquired. 

“Yes, indeed,” replied Marvel, “and I would thank you for your gracious 
hospitality. If there is any way I can be of service to you, I beg of you to call 
upon me.” 

“Thank you, kind Prince. Your horse is champing at the bit, and the sun 
will soon ride forth across the heavens.” 

“I will take my leave, and again I proffer my most humble thanks.” So 
saying, the prince departed, and as he crossed the drawbridge he turned and 
waved in farewell salute. 

Many days passed, and Marvel encountered many ladies. Some were wealthy 
and some were poor, some kind, and some harsh, some charming and some ugly. 
Prince Marvel was somewhat downhearted because the sea shell and mirror had 
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found faults in eaeli and every one. But Marvel would not shirk a duty or 
desert a task, so with a sigh he continued on his way. 

The sun was hot so when he happened upon a cool, green glade he rode 
gratefully into its shadows. The sunlight dappled the young leaves, and from 
every bough came the caroling of the birds. A clear stream rippled its way over 
mossy banks. As the prince broke suddenly into a clearing, he saw kneeling 
upon the bank by the crystal water, a lovely, lovely girl. She rose from her 
knees, her arms filled with the fronds of delicate ferns. She was lithe and tall 
as a young birch tree and her pale blond hair cascaded in glorious waves over 
her slender shoulders. Her clear eyes were grey and far apart, innocent as a 
child’s and yet as wise as age itself. With a snowy hand she brushed the stray 
sprays of fern from the hem of her simple gown and began to arrange her armful 
of greenery into a graceful bouquet. 

4 ‘ She must be some goddess of the woods, so ethereal and lovely is she ! ’ ’ 
exclaimed Marvel. “She would never marry me — a poor mortal.” But he 
unfastened the ivory box and from it took the sea shell and the mirror. Bending 
his head to the shell he heard it whisper happily, “Lucky Prince, ’tis your wife 
for sure, fair as a rose and just as pure. Fall on your knees and ask her hand. 
She’ll be your queen and rule the land.” Looking into the mirror he saw such a 
throng of delightful pictures that he smiled with joy. 

With his heart in his throat he rode forward on his white steed. She heard 
a rustle of snapping twigs and looked up. Her eyes were clear and unstartled. 
Marvel sprang from his horse and knelt before her. ‘ ‘ Oh, lovely one, ’ ’ said he, 
“I have searched for you for many days and at last I have found you. Will you 
come with me over the purple mountains to be my queen and rule the land ? ’ ’ 

The woodland maid smiled, and a tiny dimple twinkled in her satin cheek. 
“You are Prince Marvel,” she said in a voice as clear as the stream by which she 
stood. “I am Marigold, daughter of the forest. The fairies told me always that 
some day you would come and take me with you, and most gladly will I go.” He 
swung her joyfully onto his white horse and away they rode toward the palace 
that awaited them. 


All the fairies and mortals of the land made merry and danced at the 
wedding of Marigold and Marvel. The poor fairy who had given the sea shell 
and mirror to Marvel was glad and light-hearted because her gift had done its 
work so well. The fairy of the garden was nestled in a rose in Marigold ’s silken 
hair, and she too smiled to see so fair a lady once again to grace the palace. 
Marigold and Marvel lived long and ruled well. They were blessed a hundred 
times a day by every mortal, fairy, flower, bird and beast in their kingdom, and 
as you and I know, they lived happily ever after. 


Eloise Dickey, ’38 
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EXCURSIONS IN RHYTHM 

I. The place was dreary, was solemn, still 
Save for a lonely whippoorwill 

And, suddenly, I turned and fled, 

Afraid of what might lie ahead. . . . 

II. A pagoda in the noonday sun 
Lies quiet, like a sleeping nun, 

And round it yellow rivers run 
To the China Sea. 

III. Laughing, prancing, 

Leaping, dancing. 

Ran the tiny brook. 

Tinkling, dashing, 

Onward splashing — 

Without a backward look. 

IV. “0, ho!” cried the turnkey, smiling maliciously, 
When his prisoners ventured a sneeze — 

“I’ll be at home, eating deliciously, 

While YOU stay in prison and freeze!” 

V. A pair of silver slippers 

Goes dancing through the dew, 

A pair of silver slippers 
That fit not me or you. . . 

A pair of silver slippers 

On a tiny, sprightly elf 

Whose laughter echoes merrily — 

She’s joking with herself ! 

VI. Clap-clop-clap-clop 
Clap-clop-clap-clop 
Clap-clop-clap-clop 
Clap-clop-clap-clop 

Stop ! 


Ann Kremers, ’38 
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A SEA OF DEATH 

Cold heav}’ — 

Forbidding, 

Mocking 

A sea of death ! 

A sea torn asunder by storms, 

A sea whose shiny, black, evil waters 
Rake the breathless shores, 

Carrying everything to destruction ! 

How it roars, how the thousand gleaming eyes laugh ! 

How it curls about helpless ships 

And sucks and pulls, and sucks and pulls — 

Until it claims once more 
For its ocean ’s depth, 

A vast and mighty ship. 

Ellen Blanchard, ’38 
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FAITH 

A child stands by a window looking out over the landscape which is first 
beginning to show signs of green. Her ej^es fairly dance with joy, her lips are 
parted in a glorious smile, and her whole face radiates happiness. She stands 
erect with her head held high while she takes in the loveliness of the scene. As 
she turns from the window she says, “How beautiful and warm the world will 
soon be ! ” 

A young girl stands by a window looking out over the gorgeously colored 
landscape. Her eyes twinkle a little, her lips are parted slightly in a reserved 
smile, and her whole countenance expresses poise. She stoops a trifle, with her 
head slightly drooping, while she takes in the beauty of the scene. As she turns 
from the window, she saj\s: “How warm and beautiful the world is!” 

A woman stands by a window looking out over a landscape which is 
rapidly losing its brightness. Her eyes are still with sadness, her lips are tightly 
compressed, and her whole expression is one of resolution. She is stooped over, 
with her head bent down, while she views the dreariness of the scene. As she 
turns from the window, she says : ‘ ‘ How beautiful and warm the world was ! ’ ’ 


Charlotte McDowell, ’39 
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r. s. v. p. 


Dear Janitor: 

Please inform the young lady across the hall that I strenuously object to her 
piano (and voice) when I am trying to sleep ! 

Sincerely, 

John Warwick 


Dear Harris : 

Tell Mr. Warwick he can plug his ears with cotton. 

Trillingly, 

P. S. Thanks for the ‘ lady. ’ Lysbeth Langmuir 

My dear Miss Langmuir : 

You are, after all, no lady. I shall make more formal complaint if you 
persist in singing those idiotic exercises at eleven o ’clock at night. 

Yours truly, 

P. S. I have no cotton. John Warwick 

Dear Miss Langmuir : 

Thanks for the cotton. Will you please shut up? 

Pleadingly, 

John Warwick 

Hello, Warwick ! 

You’re welcome. You are, I find, no gentleman. If you want me to stop, 
why don’t you send me some roses? Roses are fine for my disposition. 

I ’m giving my first concert next Monday. The idea is that if I don ’t go over, 
I go home. The family frowns upon careers for women. Don’t ask me why I’m 
telling you this. 

Lysbeth Langmuir 


Dear Lysbeth : 

I am hut a poor, struggling artist without a rag on my back, and cannot 
afford roses. Sorry. 

Good luck at the concert. You’ll need it. 

Hungrily, 

John W. 

Listen, Johnnie W. : 

I can get along perfectly well without your good wishes, but I do need you 
to fix my electric plate. It is broken, or something. If you’re so hungry, why 
don ’t you go home to your mother ? 

Lysbeth 

P. S. You might at least put some clothes on your nudes. 


R. S. V. P. 
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Dear Johnnie : 

It was sweet of you to fix it. I was so surprised to find your note — in the 
bread-box, of all places. (Where is that loaf of bread?) 

How did you get in, anyway ? Tha nks awfully, 


L. 


Lysbeth darling : 

I w T ent to the concert. There’s no use mincing words. . . you’re not cut out 
for opera. Why not give it up and marry me ? I haven ’t much to offer, but we 
could live on love. Will you? Always 

P. S. Our kevs are the same. Johnnie 


Johnnie dear: 

I fear you are jumping at conclusions. I cannot marry you, because I am 
engaged to George Irwin, 3rd (Detroit), and he’s waiting for me to realize that 
I can’t get along without him. Nice hoy. 

Sorry, Lysbeth 


Miss Langmuir again : 

So you scorn my proposal. My bankers find it necessary for me to betake 
myself elsewhere. 

I forgot to tell you I have no mother. Only a father who can’t understand 
why artists are artists. So ^ if . good . bye , 

John 


Dear Johnnie : 

I went to the exhibit — that’s how I found out where you live. The lady at 
the desk seemed to know all about you. 

I think your picture is wonderful and I hope some sucker will come along 
and buy it. I hate to think of your being cold and hungry. I watched you move 
your furniture. . . . where did you get that lovely old desk? 

George is coming to take me home day after tomorrow. 

Love, 


Lysbeth 


My dear: 

All the happiness in the world. 


John 


Oh, Johnnie dearest! 

I didn ’t go with him, after all. ... I told him I was going to be someone else ’s 
wife. Was that right? Your, 


Lysbeth 

Ann Kremers, ’38 
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GERM-PROOF 

The nurses took me all around, 

I couldn’t touch a thing, 

Soft-padded feet paced on the ground 
And then I heard a ring. 

“Hello! No, Dr. Smith has gone — 
Anything I can do?” 

The phone seemed busy all day long 
With calls for patients, too. 

The patients’ beds were fresh and white, 
The rooms looked clean each day; 

And doctors ’ gowns gleamed in the light — 
Yes, spotless one might say. 

Then, to the operating room 
We went to pay a call, 

And there I met an ether fume 
Unlike the sterile hall. 

Nurses were scrubbing here and there — 

I dared not venture near ; 

Sharp instruments gleamed everywhere, 
But scalpels roused 1113' fear. 

“They’ve just been boiled,” I told myself; 
“Yes,” said a nurse close by. 

Then while placing them on a shelf 
She gave me reasons why. 

“There is a bug too small to sec 
That settles everywhere, 

And instruments arc boiled to be 
Free from germs in the air.” 

Oh, call hospitals what you may, 

They’re clean from floor to roof, 

And if t’were I that had m3 7 way — 

I ’d say they are germ-proof ! 


Elsa Walker, ’40 
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‘ ‘ ADVERTISEMENT ’ ’ PARTY 

Warning' against “Dish Pan Hands” and “Cosmetic Skin” were profuse at 
the Advertisement Ball given by the Old Girls for the New. Really good 
human facsimiles of popular “ads” were present and the most original and best 
done were given well-earned prizes. (The best done prize was Avon by a two-girl 
team, and seeing the prize was a stuffed puppy, I ’ve always Avondered just how 
they managed.) As usual, we had marvelous food after Avhich we indulged in a 
practice of terpsichorean art and then trooped Avearily bedAvards feeling deep 
sympathy for “Aunt Jemima” who had a half-inch of burnt cork to remoA r e from 
her rosy cheeks. Even considering such a hardship, we all had a highly amusing 
and most enjoyable evening. 

E. D. 
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CLUB INITIATIONS 

October 14th was a red letter day for neAV girls at Rogers Hall, for it was then 
that they Avere initiated into their respective clubs — Cae and Kava. It was 
horrible — horrible ! The poor beAvildered things were compelled by the authority 
of their supposed superiors to count innumerable pickets on a certain white 
fence, to remove shoes and socks and step into slimy pans of Avater, and of all 
things, to devote their suiwiving energy to pushing watches across dirty gym 
floors with tender pink noses. But that is not all ! After these insults had been 
heaped upon them, the initiates were dragged to the playroom and the House 
kitchen and MADE to eat ice cream puffs Avith chocolate sauce ! 


A. K. 
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ikr MISS AVERY’S LECTURE 

Each year the students of Rogers Hall look forward to the fascinating 
lectures of Miss Eunice Avery, noted interpreter of world affairs. This year, on 
Wednesday, October 27th, she spoke on “Changes Along the Rome-Berlin Axis,” 
explaining most clearly and effectively the present conditions in Europe. After 
her summer of traveling by automobile through nine different capitals, she was 
able to give us first-hand information on foreign affairs, both serious and other- 
wise (those traffic regulations kept us in gales!) In her opinion Europe, in spite 
of evidence to the contrary, is fast developing towards a democracy and definitely 
does not want war, the main reason being that certain countries are not properly 
equipped. 

Miss Avery’s lectures are ones we both understand and enjoy and we are 
more than looking forward to another lecture in the near future. 

B. M. 


S 

CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

The Caes and Kavas picked November eleventh for their annual hockey 
battle this year, and it was truly a good one ! The spectators and cheering 
sections were full of pep and even the “lemon-boys” displayed remarkable 
dexterity in their attempts to revive the panting players. Both teams put up an 
excellent fight which Cae finally won by an 8-5 victory. 


Teams 


Cae 

Kava 

J. McGay 

A. Scarritt 

J. Ford (Capt.) 

J. Forbes 

A. Jacobs (Mgr.) 

B. Ellis 

B. M ARDEN 

M. Schaupp (Capt.) 

J. Waterhouse 

C. Minor 

C. Qua 

J. Wise 

D. Winston 

M. WORTHEN 

S. WlTBECK 

P. Lodge (Mgr.) 

C. McDowell 

M. Bissell 


Subs 

N. Lawder 

E. Cowles 

M. Proctor 

J. Wescott 

D. Young 

J. Cunningham 


A. K. 



CAE HOCKEY TEAM 



KAVA HOCKEY TEAM 


18 


SPLINTERS 


ARMY— HARVARD GAME 

On November 13th as we stood on the Cambridge side of the Lars Anderson 
bridge, we saw long lines of gray swinging down Soldier’s Field Road. It was 
the day of the Army-Harvard football game and great excitement prevailed. 
Army managed to keep its goal line uncrossed, although Harvard was definitely 
superior until the last quarter when Army made the only score of the game which 
ended 7-0. 

C. Q. 

MR. GEORGE E. SOKOLSKY’S LECTURE 

On November twenty -second a few privileged girls went to the Women’s 
Club to hear Mr. George E. Sokolsky — renowned economist, authority on the 
Occident and Orient, and writer of numerous books and articles — speak on 
“ America’s Place in the World Today.” With his quiet but sarcastic sense of 
humor, Mr. Sokolsky impressed upon our minds that America must retain her 
democracy, which is gradually slipping away, in order to keep her position in the 
world, a position that should enable her to lead the way toward constructive steps 
in bringing about stabilization of currency, establishment of free trade channels 
and provision of access to raw materials and food supplies — all necessary for the 
promotion of world peace. 


“THE FLORIST SHOP” 

Miss Wells and Mr. Jackson were finally to be married, and it was all because 
of Maude, the clerk in Slovsky’s Florist Shop. She had sent orchids to the timid, 
emotional Miss Wells, who had been engaged for fifteen years, her purpose to 
arouse jealousy in the heart of the faded lady’s pompous lover, and it certainly 
worked ! Even Mr. Slovsky had to admit that, and Henry, the office boy, said 
‘ ‘ Who ’d a believed it ! ” 


The Cast 


Maude 

Miss Wells 

Mr. Jackson 

Mr. Slovsky 

Henry 

Mr. J. Frothingham Smythe 


Susan Witbeck 

Ellen Blanchard 

Billie Cutler 

Mary Alice Bissell 

Jean Forbes 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 


SCHOOL NOTES 
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“FOURTEEN” 

Mr. Farnsworth had sent his regrets! The very dinner party that Mrs. 
Pringle had arranged in order that her temperamental daughter might charm 
him, and he couldn’t come! Mrs. Pringle was in a rage. She vowed never to 
speak to him again. Other guests had phoned their regrets too — it was too much 
to bear ! She might just as well phone the other guests not to come. Suddenly, 
Dunham brought a note — Mrs. Pringle felt faint as she read it — Mr. Farnsworth 
was coming and with him, the Prince of Wales! Fourteen guests after all — and 
her social success secured ! 

The Cast 

Mrs. Pringle Joan Waterhouse 

Elaine Jean McGay 

Dunham Roma Nickerson 


THE ALUMNAE-UNDERGRADUATE HOCKEY GAME 

My mitten-mate and I were pulled out of the drawer for the first time this 
year to attend an Alumnae-Undergraduate hockey game. It was a cold day, but 
the game was very exciting. The bright orange sweaters which were so colorful 
on the field stood for the Alumnae team who certainly proved that the} 7, had 
played before. But, of course, we all cheered and cheered for the Under- 
graduates who beat them by a tidy little score of 3-0. However, I had to muff 
my mitten ears when a great shout went up for Miss Underhill and Miss LeButt. 
It seemed that the school wanted them to play, and my, did they ! 

The Teams 

Alumnae 

Virginia Baker 
Barbara Buckland 
Nancy Burke 
Virginia Fitz 
Sally Foster 
Ruth Grannis 
Dorothy LeButt 
Catherine McQuade 
Virginia Rogers 
Mary Sargent 
Helen Underhill (Capt.) 


Undergraduates 
Mary Alice Bissell 
Jean Forbes 
Jean Ford 
Angie Jacobs 
Nancy Lawder 
Barbara Marden (Capt.) 
Jean McGay 
Charlotte McDowell 
Carolyn Minor 
Constance Qua 
Joan Waterhouse 
Diana Winston 


E. B. 
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ANDOVER DANCE 


The unmistakable smell of finger-nail polish remover pervades the entire 
building. Chance remarks float into the hall, such as “Honestly, my hair is 
doing a Greta Garbo act. I have absolutely no control over it,” and, “They dyed 
my shoes bright orange, and I ask you, how can I wear them with a red dress?” 
The gals of Rogers Hall are preparing for the long-awaited dance with Andover. 
At long last, however, five o’clock came, and with it the Andover Glee Club. 
Attired in our best bibs and tuckers, we tripped daintily over to the gym (upon 
which the committee had done a grand decorating job) for a marvelous concert 
given by the Andover Glee Club. After a delicious supper we danced com- 
paratively far into the night, and when the orchestra gave its last harmonious 
wail we most regretfully said good-night to the Andover Glee Club. 

« E. D. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 


Candles softly burning — beautiful Christmas readings — lovely, clear carols. 
Behind all there was a feeling of reverence and joy in the vespers on Sunday, the 
eleventh. 

The Program 


Joy to the World The School 

The Nativity — Luke Billie Cutler 

At the Cradle — Franck The Glee Club 

Original Sketches: 

It Was Christmas Jean McGay 

Noel Ann Kremers 

Have We Forgotten? .Barbara Marden 

Sleep, My Jesus, Sleep Lucy Wheeler 

Dutch Lullaby 
The Cratchet Family — 

Dickens’ Christmas Carol Sara Goff 

Lo, How a Rose E’er Blooming The Choir 

The Holly and the Ivj r 

“Is There a Sgnta Claus?” Billie Cutler 

Silent Night Ann Kremers, Angie Jacobs and the Choir 

0 Little Town of Bethlehem The School 
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N. L. 


“THE SOLDIER OF BETHLEHEM” 

Following the festive Christmas dinner during which members of the Glee 
Club entertained by singing familiar carols and seasonal songs of beauty, a 
pageant was given — “The Soldier of Bethlehem.” 



A GROUP FROM THE CHRISTMAS PAGEANT 



ANOTHER SCENE FROM “THE SOLDIER OF BETHLEHEM 
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Beautiful blues — reds, golds, greens — flashing helmets, gleaming spears, 
lovely voices, incense, and the clang of an Oriental gong. A story of old Beth- 
lehem. A story of a young soldier, Bartimaeus, who believed that the babe of 
Bethlehem was born to be a king, a righteous king to rule the hearts of men, and 
who was jeered at by the villainous soldier, Glaucus, and blinded by the mad 
King Herod. A man, who after wandering many years, comes to the tomb of 
Christ, still firm in his belief, and is rewarded by the angels for his consecrated 
service in the scene wherein the treacherous Glaucus bows in shame, murmuring 
that it was in truth the king ! 


The Cast 


Bartimaeus 

Glaucus 

Reader 

Woman 

Servant 

Scribe 

Herod 

Angel 

Another Angel 

First Shepherd 

Second Shepherd 

Leader of the Magi 

Second Wiseman 

Third Wiseman 

Mary 

Joseph 

A woman with a burden 
A Blind Man 

Three Women 


Joan Waterhouse 

Ellen Blanchard 

Billie Cutler 

Roma N ickerson 

Jean Forbes 

Mary Alice Bissell 

Nancy Lawder 

Ann Lee Kremers 

Ruth Hine 

. . .Marjorie Ann Proctor 

Jane Wescott 

Emily Ann Cowles 

Susan Witbeck 

Betty Woodruff 

Jean McGay 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 

Thais Preble 

Jeanette Eaton 

Dorothea Bezanson 
. June Cunningham 

Janet Werner 


Women 

Sally Parchert 
Shirley Fostef 
Elizabeth Chapin 
Joanne Jordan 
Loris Niblo 
Thais Preble 


of Bethlehem 

Charlotte Hood 
Dorothy Young 
Sara Goff 
Marianna Schaupp 
Janet Church 
Jeannette Leach 


Roman Soldiers 


Virginia Carman 
Elsa Walker 
Jeanette Eaton 
Constance Qua 


Carolyn Minor 
Patricia Wilkins 
Gwendolyn Eames 
Jane Wescott 
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Carolers 


Jane Boyer 
Ann Cutler 
Bettie Ellis 
Jean Ford 
Angie Jacobs 
Phyllis Langevin 
Polly Lodge 
Barbara Marden 
Charlotte McDowell 


Evelyn Porter 
Ellen Richardson 
Joyce Sargent 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
Lucy Wheeler 
Diana Winston 
Jeanne Wise 
Mary Harriet Worthen 
Gene Young 


E. B. 
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ALSO ON THE CALENDAR 


September 


22nd — Opening Day — hugs and screams. “How simply grand to see you !” 
“Oh, excuse me — How do you do?” 

25th — “You Can’t Take it With You” in Boston — speaks for itself. 
Scavenger Hunt in the evening. Where did they get that red hair? 

26th — Progressive supper. Hors d ’oeuvres at the House, second course at 
the Hall, and perfect ice-cream, cake and cookies at Mrs. McGay’s. 
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October 


3rd — All about the Rogers family and founding of the school — Mrs. McGay 
— vespers for the new girls. 

9th — Again this year the new girls become acquainted with various points 
of interest in New England — Wayside Inn, Concord, and the food at McManus’. 

10th — Miss Ramsay prepares us for “Victoria Regina.” We’re going to like 

this. 

15th — A bang in every curtain fall. — “Victoria Regina.” 

17th — Who can forget that sitting at the photographers or the young lady 
in the roller coaster as brought before our eyes by the clever Margaret Adams ! 

24th — Some good modern music played by Miss LeButt. 

26th — Off in a fleet of taxis to the first symphony of the year ! 

29th — “Did you ever eat so much in your life after that glorious ride 
through the neighboring countryside on the backs of those well-known yet in- 
dividual steeds ? ’ ’ 

30th — True Hallowe’en Spirit in those Councilors. What a party! Isn’t 
Dickey the old witch, though! And the Hit Parade got us up to date. (Firemen 
like gum drops — teeth or no teeth). 
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November 

2nd — “Did someone say boys?” — all musically-minded Andover. Ethel 
Bartlett and Rae Robertson — concert pianists. 

7th — Weren’t the attractive Miss Ann Norris’ monologues and impressions 
of present day film folk both amusing and intriguing? 

12th — Does this place smell of onions? Get away from me! Kava Supper. 

14th — Mr. Heller plajdng and those choir boys singing “Jesus Calls Us O’er 
The Tumult” and “The Blue Danube.” — What a combination ! 

17th — How envious were the girls left behind the picket fence when we 
attended the wonderful tea given us by our gracious hostess, Mrs. Cozad, of All 
Souls Church. 

18th — At the College Club — “Turquoise Trails Through New Mexico.” 
Imagine Emily Ann’s thrill at seeing pictures of the very room she slept in ! 

19tli — Oh, that coffee — but don’t they say a watched pot never boils? How- 
ever, those juicy (?) hamburgers were delicious and we’re looking forward to 
another Cae supper in the near future. 

20th — Ro.yal entertainment for the Council at the Ilartshorne House in 
Wakefield. “Let’s take the family when they come!” 

21st — Some helpful hints from Dale Carnegie’s popular book on how to 
make friends. — Mrs. McGay. 

22nd — Mr. Howard P. Davis, on the staff of News-Week — all about wars and 
treaties and things. (How does one learn to use words that way!) 

M. S. 


yr 







The Qampus Owl 



s 

Observes : 

Miss Sanders scolding Miss LeButt for ringing the bell a minute too early. 
Says Miss Sanders, “Think of my Chemistry class!” 

The expression of anguish on Mrs. McGay’s face when Bertha brings in 
grape-nut ice cream. 

A certain young Sophomore — “What is a ‘berrybond’ hat?” (Only, the 
author called it beribboned). 

Dickey doing “push-ups” on the floor. 

That young lady in search of an elusive class called ‘ ‘ Advertising Themes. ’ ‘ 
“The Gadsden Purchase came after the Mexican War,” said Miss Underhill. 
After pondering a moment, one of the students replied, “You’re right — it did.” 
‘ ‘ Thank you ! ’ ’ said Miss Underhill. 

Horrors ! What is this — a Rogers Hall girl writing a billet doux to her 
Andover man, which she has addresed to Exeter ! 


Philosophizes : 

Give a bracelet, not a ring, 
Rings can be so misconstrued ; 
Hark, the herald angels sing — 
Give a bracelet, not a ring ! 
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Goes Visiting: Come, Hit the Timber 

‘ ‘ One, two, three ; one, two, three, ’ ’ the Owl heard Miss Breeden call as her 
charges entered the playroom door. Before his astonished eyes — for this was the 
first time he had ever been to posture-class — he saw lying on the floor, figures 
sprawled in weird contortions. 

The Owl hastily joined the ranks and presently to the memorable strains of 
Mendelssohn’s Wedding March, played by the Tootie Prootic Hour, he, too, was 
gaily kicking his owl heels over his head — or trying to. Owls, you know, don’t 
have very long legs. 

The wedding-march was interrupted a thrilling tenor voice announcing 
that “Moll, the Office Girl’s Love Life Story,” was about to proceed in an ex- 
citing chapter entitled “Thrills.” The class listened with bated breath, ex- 
ercises forgotten, until Miss Breeden hastily ran over to the radio and switched 
off the love life of Mollie Smith. 

At last, wearied of muscle-breaking backbends and filled with an opera, an 
Hawaiian orchestra (Loris was there) and Lady Bath’s perfumed soap advertise- 
ments, the class smilingly took their leave of Miss Breeden, who looked rather 
raveled around the edges more from running back and forth to the radio than 
from demonstrating exercises. 

As the Owl made his unnoticed exit out of the window he heard Miss 
Breeden mutter, to her next victims, ‘ ‘ One, two, three ; one, two ” 

(The Owl thanks J. E. for the above inspiration). 

Eavesdrops : For Want of an Ear or 

How the Story Grew 

3rd floor (Hall) Loris to Jane: Boy, I’d like to see Dickey out there on the 
ice. She’d probably break a leg. 

2nd floor (Hall) Nancy to Jean: My gosh, Dickey fell on the ice and 
cracked a bone in her neck ! 

1st floor (Hall) Miss Mulliern to Miss Hobson: My dear, have you heard 
about Eloise Dickey ? She dislocated her spinal capitulum. You’d better call 
the hospital for an ambulance. 

1st floor (House) Minnie to Mary: Did ye hear, now? Shure as I’m 
standin’ here talkin’ to ye, Miss Dickey fell on the ice and broke her back, she did. 

2nd floor (House) Jean to Mary Alice: Holly Cow! Here comes the am- 
bulance ! 

Mary Alice : What happened ? 

Jean: Someone kicked Dickey and she fell on the ice. It is the end of 
Dickey, I’m afraid! 

3rd floor (House) Diana to Sue : No, no, no ! 

I sent my black dress home to be fixed. 


They can’t do that to Dickey ! 
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Rogers Hall vs. Andover 
or 

A Melodrama 


aside 


aside 

together aside to audience 


each aside to audience 
(And A. J. for this). 


“I am John Henry Wright. 

Seems that I ’m your date to-night. ’ ’ 
“Pleased to meet you Johnny Wright,” 
(Might have known he’d be a sight!) 

1 ‘ 1 ’m known as Mary Sue, 

But call me “Liz” — the girls all do.” 
“Pleased to meet you, Mary Sue.” 
(Should have gone to the Symphony, too) 
“Now comes the presentation — 
Wherefore art thou concentration ? 

Come, come, oh, inspiration, 

Let there be no hesitation. ’ ’ 

(Guess I’d better be polite, 

But I sure drew a plum all right ! ) 


A. K. 



a 


Births : 

On August 17th, a daughter, Marcia Faxon, to Mr. and Mrs. F. Faxon 
Ogden, (Mary Gammons), in Quincy, Massachusetts. 

Marriages : 

On July 13th, Mary Louise Johnson to Mr. John S. Bailey in Glen Ridge, 
New Jersey. They are at home at 293 North Oraton Parkway, East Orange, New 
Jersey. 

On August 28th, Martha Brubaker to Mr. William R. Scott in Cheyenne, 
Wyoming. They are living in Laramie, Wyoming. 

On October 16th, Anne Whitney Rose to Mr. Donald Hackstaff, in Hunting- 
ton, New York. 

On November 6th, Katharine Nesmith to Mr. Francis Westbrook, in Conway, 
New Hampshire. They are at home in Benson, Vermont. 

Engagements : 

Eleanor Pratt to Mr. Otis M. Humphrey, of Lowell. 

Eleanor Murphy to Mr. Donald Erion, of Buffalo, New York. 

Virginia Fitz to Mr. Stanley Taylor, of Wakefield, Mass. 

Edith Lewis to Mr. Warren Kendall Blodgett, 3rd, of Lincoln, Mass. 
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Carol Proctor to Mr. John Kendrick Butler, of Lowell. 

Peggy Freshman to Mr. Maro Freese Hammond, of Rockport and Deerfield, 
New Hampshire. v 

June Cozad to Mr. John Capron Funk, of Rowavton, Connecticut. 

J 

The class of 1937 is represen ted at the following schools and colleges : 
Margaret Macreery, Smith ; Harriet Blaney, Hortense Smith, Elise Keeney, Con- 
necticut ; Elizabeth Bowman, Wheaton ; Mary Lee Bailliere, Erskine ; Marjorie 
Baldwin, accepted at Wellesley, but this year at Michigan State; Margot Burnett, 
Sarah Lawrence; June Cozad, Western; Margery Fowler, Briarcliff Junior 
College; Helen Joy Lee, Finch School; Betty Pratt, Holton Arms; Louise Scan- 
ned, Westbrook Junior College; Billie Cutler, a post-graduate at Rogers Hall. 

Peggy Fry and Nancy Lctcli worth stopped here for a short visit on the day 
before they sailed to the West Indies with Peggy’s family. 

The Rogers Hall “relatives” at school this year are: Billie Cutler, daughter 
of Beatrice Walker Fletcher; Elizabeth Chapin, sister of Nancj^ Chapin; Joanne 
Jordan, daughter of Lillis Towle Jordan; Ellen Richardson, niece of Metta 
Jefferson Nininger; Ann Louise Scarritt, daughter of Louise Parker Scarritt; 
Marianna Schaupp, daughter of Julia Edwards Schaupp; Jane Wescott, daugh- 
ter of Marjorie Wescott Freedman; Susan Witbeck, cousin of Mable Sheldon; 
Marjorie Ann Proctor, daughter of Marjorie Wadleigh Proctor; Louise Sargent, 
sister of Mary and Dorothy Sargent ; Barbara Marden, sister of Dorothy Marden 
Fairbanks. 

The latest news to report from the class of 1936 is that Nancy Dellinger is 
attending the Nursery Training School of Boston ; Phyllis Falter is at Finch : 
Kathleen Haberle is at Syracuse University ; Frances Hill is in the University of 
Rochester; Barbara Homer has transferred from Pine Manor to Connecticut 
College; Barbara Jessup has changed from Scripps to the University of Cali- 
^ f ornia ; Martha Walsh is in Pine Manor; and Elaine Putnam is spending a year 
in Europe with her mother. 

Carol Nottage is a senior at Radcliffe and is doing research work in Astron- 
omy at Harvard Observatory, under Dr. Menzel. 

Nancy Chapin was one of the official hostesses from the New England region 
of Girl Scouts at the international encampment at Briarcliff Manor last August. 

Ruth Higby lias a new position in an attractive gift shop in Greenwich, 
Connecticut. She urges all her friends wdio pass that way to stop and see her at 
the Virginia Aiken Shop, 122 Putnam Avenue, Greenwich. 
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Speaking of IS ice 

8 

“THERE IS HARDLY ANYTHING IN 
THE WORLD THAT SOME MAN CAN- 
NOT MAKE A LITTLE WORSE AND 
SELL A LITTLE CHEAPER AND THE 
PEOPLE WHO CONSIDER PRICE ONLY 
ARE THIS MAN’S LAWFUL PREY” 

— Attributed to Ruskjn 

Speaking of Quality 

8 

Trustworthy Goods 
Character in Merchandise 
Low Prices for Quality 
Exactness of Statements 
Pleasant Personal Service 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


at 



U2 Merchandise of <SMERIT Only 
LOWELL, MASS. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell's 

Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson’s better fuels 
and better heating service. 




E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Tel. 4940 Tel. 135 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 


LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

$ 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous for 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 

Ask for Our Catalogue, "The Epicure" 

>res KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1300 

MAIL ORDERS WE SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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Lowell’s Largest Furniture Store 


Prescott Street at Central 



u Say it with Flowers ” 

FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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Compliments of 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

MANUFACTURED ICE NATURAL 

• 

COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

• 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

TELEPHONES 791 - 792 


Compliments of 

G. H. HOBSON & SON 



Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 
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CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

8 

PRINCE-COTTER 

Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 
104 Merrimack St. 


Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

“A little shop with a sincere 
desire to serve you 9 


W. E. PORTER 

Successor to John A . McEvoy 

OPTOMETRIST 

EYES EXAMINED .\ GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

TELEPHONE 1798 


Paule JVood 

STUD FROCK 

A dress that won / 
go out of style . . . 
a classic , figure- 
flattering frock to 
wear anywhere . . 
j ust suit the fabri c 
to the occasion. 

$ 13.95 

2nd Floor 

CHERRY & 
WEBB’S 


Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 
General Insurance 

45 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

Tel 144 
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IX 


ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI 


TEL. 



MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

For Novelties 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 

in Footwear 

COMPANY, INC. 

SEE 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

The Sample Shoe Store 


MR. SHWARTZ 

BOSTON, MASS. 

24 Prescott Street 


Established 1898 Telephone 2546 

Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds of 
Roofing Material 

147 Rock Street, Lowell, Mass. 


BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

143 E. MERRIMACK STREET 

Tel. 4536 We Call and Deliver 


Official Launder ers and Dry Cleansers 

for 

ROGERS HALL 

s 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER ST., LOWELL 


PHONE 1026 
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NINETY-EIGHT YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 

Compliments of 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

Mechanics 

Savings Bank 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 

W. J. HOARE 

Sea Food of All Kinds 


in its Season 

Now Distributed by the 

Fresh Fish , Oysters, 

Oldest Food Store in 

Clams; Lobsters, Etc. 

Lowell 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 


"For Your Health’s Sake 

T. A. WHELAN 

Eat More Fish” 

312 Central Street 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

Page Catering Company 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

for 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

U< B o?ided Qleaning ’ 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 453 

Compliments of 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

“ Where School and Hotel Folks 

Gather 39 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

95 BRIDGE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 


Xll 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


The Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 

All the newest and most popular books in 
fiction and non-fiction 

at 

Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


LOWELL -------- MASS. 


Compliments of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephones: 893 — 894 

Telephone 6596- J 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 

Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 

STATIONERS 

CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(De-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 

MRS. HYLAN’S CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 

Tel. 8313 24 Middle St. 

“ The Bread of Others is Sweet” 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

Marden & Murphy 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Commercial Specialists 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

15 Kearney square 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mas*. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

Fine Cutlery 

Fire Place Goods 

Qharles Mars den 

Electrical Contractor 

at 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

THE THOMPSON 

Specializing in Electric Light 

HARDWARE CO. 

and Power Installation 

Tel. 156—157 

Telephone 5708 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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Seeds and Garden Supplies 

Tools and Implements 

Builders’ Hardware - Wallpaper 
and Paints 

BARTLETT & DOW CO. 

208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 

Economy Rug Works 

Up-to-Date Cleaning and Repairing 

All Work Guaranteed 

607 Middlesex Street - Lowell 855 

Derby Electric Motors Co. 

INC. 

Compliments of 

ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 

FIXTURES 

& SON 

Construction and Supplies 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

4044 Middle Street 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Phones 3096 and 3097 

Lowell, Mass. 


cpiease Patronize 
Our ^Advertisers 
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And so the winter term ends in a blaze of “Gilbert and Sullivan. ” ( Trial 

by Jury was a great success, in spite of “the nice dilemma.” Will you ever for- 
get the jury with their flowing mustaches and straw-like wigs?) The winter, 
which in January was a true New England one, giving us plenty of snow for 
skiing on Fort Hill and cold weather for ice skating on the flooded hockey field, 
just flew by, to the amazement of the innocent new girls, who expected little but 
drab routine. To add to the social activities several dances were planned, the 
Andover Return, the Mid-Winter Formal, and the Exeter Dance. And then there 
was the Fairlee week-end when we trooped northward for winter sports (minus 
snow) and the Dartmouth party. But, of course, the academic was not forgotten. 
Much to our horror a new system was devised wherein laggards too must forfeit 
week-end permissions and attend Saturday morning study hall. But v r e have lived 
through it bravely, and to our joy, and also the faculty’s, the list has slowly but 
surely diminished. Right now 7 the seniors (hoAV thrilled they are vfith their new 
rings !) are beginning to have slight palpitations of the heart in view 7 of the near- 
ness of June — senior events, parties, the long-awaited graduation, and college 
boards. May the vacation give them strength ! 


i 
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SONNET 

To A Morbid Thought 

The mournful breath of Spring is here at last : 

Behold, the crocus cup is trimmed in gold, 

The snowdrops burst like buds relieved of cold, 

And yet they cannot live ere Spring is past. 

Bright daffodils on velvet hills are massed, 

Dream clouds, reborn to sapphire skies, unfold 
Your Spring — succession to the last one told 
To you. Springs all alike — your Spring is cast. 

So, like the very fading of a flower, 

Thus do we watch our yearly Spring go by, 

As if there is naught but to see the hour 
In which we, too, must wither up and die. 

But Spring, deceitful thing, entrancing bower, 

Goes blandly on — no backward look, no sigh. 

Ann Kremers, ’38 
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A MEMORY OF HAWAII 

Mr. Bernstein stretched out luxuriously on the hot sand, and a feeling of 
great contentment swept over him. His wife had been sitting behind him com- 
plaining of the heat and the heavy scent of flowers which made her sick and, 
finally finding the umbrella insufficient protection from the sun, she had re- 
turned to the hotel to make a fourth at bridge. This left her husband free to 
enjoy the beauty around him. . . 

Louis Bernstein loved beauty, and it was his business to create it. He was in 
Honolulu to take in the atmosphere of exotic tropical beauty, and to take it back 
with him to America, where he would reproduce it in celluloid. He was a pro- 
ducer. and an artist in his profession. He saw the scene around him through the 
eyes of an artist, and found it marvelously beautiful. The white white of the 
sand, the deep blue of the sea, which made the sky look pale in comparison, the 
jade green of the tropical foliage which smothers Waikiki beach — even the gaily 
colored beach umbrellas lent beauty to the scene. 

Suddenly his senses were aware of another form of loveliness. From behind 
the umbrella came the soft strum of a guitar and a sweet, haunting voice, singing 
a native love song. Never before had he heard such plaintive, yet strangely 
primitive, music. This was not the sort of thing one heard in the Hawaiian Hut, 
or any of the other South Sea rendezvous so popular in the States. This was the 
music of a highly emotional people ; it told of their worship of the beautiful 
island, of the sadness and tragedy of their history. All this, and more, was 
embodied in the song. 

When the last melancholy note had died away and the sweet voice was still, 
Bernstein peeped cautiously behind the umbrella to catch a glimpse of the singer. 
He saw a tall, straight, Hawaiian boy, lying on his stomach with his guitar lying 
at his side. He was practically unclothed except for a bright piece of cloth 
wrapped around the lower part of his body. Someone from a nearby umbrella, 
who had heard and appreciated the song, handed him some money. The boy 
smiled his thanks and, without even glancing at the gift, tied it in a piece of 
cloth which served as a money bag, and thrust it. in his clothing. Then he stared 
off into the blue horizon, caring only for his lazy life on this heavenly beach. 
Money was of no importance ; could it buy the blue of the sea, the color of the 
flaming bougainvillia, or the warm sunshine? Suddenly he leaped to his feet 
and ran down the beach. Bernstein watched his graceful body dive into the 
water and swim with powerful strokes out beyond the breakers. Bernstein sat 
in meditation for a long time. That was what his picture needed. A touch of 
the native ; of the savage ; a glimjpse of these people as they really are, not as a 
story book or Chamber of Commerce pictures them. The producer was convinced 
that this boy was not singing for the tourists. He was singing to the sun, the sea, 
and the wide blue sky. When the boy returned from his swim, Louis Bernstein had 
made a decision. 
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“Come here, son,” he called to the boy. “You can speak English, can’t 
you ? ’ ’ 

“Yes, sir,” said the Hawaiian, with only a trace of an accent. Bernstein 
looked relieved. The hoy got his guitar and squatted as far from the producer 
as was possible. It was obvious he disliked conversing with these curious, talk- 
ative, excitable “malihinis. ” 

“Look here, son,” blustered Mr. Bernstein, trying to be both tactful and 
kind. “How would you like to go to America some day and sing for the people 
over there ? ’ ’ 

The hoy looked startled but also amused. Unconsciously he moved a little 
farther away from the man from Hollywood. 

“Now look here, mv boy,” continued the producer, “don’t be afraid of me. 
I mean no harm. I heard you sing and I see a great possibility for you in the 
States. You have ambition, haven’t you? You want to make something of 
yourself? Every hoy does. And here is a wonderful opportunity. There 
isn’t mtich future for any one in Hawaii.” 

The hoy was shy, and completely overwhelmed; before he could compose 
himself enough to answer, Mr. Bernstein continued his campaign speech. 

“The white men shouldn’t scare you, son. Most of them are kind people, 
and many of them love Hawaii and keep coming back. We love this beach that 
you love, and this blue sea. We love your music and your songs. We envy you 
your ability to surf -board and play the guitar. So instead of resenting us and 
looking upon us as strange intruders, think of us as friends, who love your island 
and its people. But there are so many of us who can not come to Honolulu 
although we long to see it. Wouldn’t you like to bring a little of Hawaii into 
the hearts of those people? Wouldn’t you like to tell them a little of your 
beautiful island through your music and your songs ? ’ ’ 

The boy looked puzzled but pleased. He was bright and he caught the 
significance of what Mr. Bernstein had said. The American talked a little 
more and gradually discovered the boy’s name was Frank Kauhilo, and that he 
lived with his uncle, who played in the Hawaiian orchestra at the Moana Hotel. 
The boy promised to have his uncle call on Mr. Bernstein, and, after a hasty 
farewell, leaped to his feet and tore up the beach. 

Frank’s uncle came to see the producer that afternoon. Louis Bernstein 
found him a quiet, shy man of good education. Henry Kauhilo was much in 
favor of Mr. Bernstein’s offer, and confided that he had often longed for just 
such an opportunity himself. He finally departed in a state of boundless 
gratitude and promised that Frank would be overjoyed. Mr. Bernstein doubted 
this but felt tha.t, although the boy had been allowed to run wild, a little discipline 
and kindness would soon win his confidence and respect. 

As time drew near for Mr. Bernstein’s departure, he had had several inter- 
views with Frank. The boy seemed pleased at Bernstein’s interest, but the 
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thought of leaving the green island where he was born often brought tears to his 
eyes. 

All Frank’s friends, however, were much impressed at his good fortune, 
and this almost recompensed for the deep regret he felt in leaving. “You plenty 
lucky boy, Frank, ’ ’ exclaimed his friend, Sada Hiroto, who worked as a bell-boy 
at the Sea-Breeze Hotel, and Frank knew that Sada meant it. 

At first the Hawaiian boy was violently opposed to wearing clothes, but when 
he perceived how many more he possessed than his friends, he took great delight 
in donning his apparel and strutting through the section of Honolulu in which 
his companions resided. 

At last the big day arrived. Mrs. Bernstein had left Honolulu days before, 
and, to avoid the sentimental farewells that always accompany the departure of 
tourist steamers from Honolulu to San Francisco, Mr. Bernstein had acquired 
accommodations on a steamer bound from the Orient. 

Frank’s friends were on the dock en masse. There were a Chinese, a Korean, 
two Japanese, two Hawaiians, and a Portugese sailor. Mr. Bernstein blustered, 
his secretary hovered efficiently, Frank’s uncle grew more tearful by the minute, 
and Frank himself was quiet, almost sullen. 

The gangplank at last was drawn, and Frank’s friends shouted goodby in 
five different languages. The boat left the dock and steamed off in its slow, 
cautious way through Pearl Harbor. The boy took it all in. The Royal 
Hawaiian, huge and pink, surrounded by tiny umbrellas on the white sand, 
Honolulu in the background. The green of Waikiki beach, and Diamond Head 
to the left. And on the right, the Pali rising straight and beautiful toward the 
sky. 

Tears came into Frank’s e.yes. Then, unobserved by Mr. Bernstein, who 
was chatting with his secretary, Frank pulled off his new clothes, and before he 
could be stopped, leaped from the deck into the water. The cry went up and 
almost immediately a boat was lowered. Instead of having him returned to the 
ship, however, Mr. Bernstein arranged to have Frank taken ashore. 

He smiled as he watched them row the boy back to his beloved island. 

* # # # 

Seven years later a package arrived at Mr. Bernstein’s Beverly Hills home. 
On opening it, the producer found it contained several phonograph records and 
a letter. The letter read : 

Mr. Louis Bernstein — 

Sir : 

Maybe when you receive this you will have forgotten me, but I think perhaps 
your visit to our Honolulu remains more clearly with you. I am Frank Kauhilo, 
the beach boy to whom you showed such great kindness. 
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Frank will never forget you and this memory has often been great 
encouragement. 

I now have Hawaiian orchestra which plays at big Royal Hawaiian Hotel, 
where Mr. Bernstein resided. There are twelve lTawaiians who play music in 
my orchestra. 1 enclose in package what “malihinis” call phonograph records 
of my orchestra which I hope will “bring a little bit of Hawaii into the hearts of 
the people.” 

Thanking you again for great kindness. 

Frank Kauhilo. 

Loris Niblo, ’39 


CONVERSION 

A WAR TIME PRAYER 

Our longing hearts go out to Thee ; 

0 righteous Father, hear our plea. 

Guide and protect and lead aright 
Our boys who cross the sea to fight. 

Help them bravely to face the foe, 

Strengthen their arm to strike the blew 
That shall forever make men free 
From autocratic tyranny. 

A WARLESS WORLD 

One sees in a vision a world of peace, 

A world where fraternal love is sought, 

The fierce struggle of nations at war 
With all its suffering well nigh forgot. 

God wishes all nations to dwell in peace, 

A call that comes from beneath the sod. 

But the one power in the world today 
To maintain peace is the Power of God. 

Mary Harriet Wortiien, ’38 
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WRIGLEY BUILDING 

Towering monarch of all you survey, 

Watchman by night, landlord by day, 

Beacon to travelers, a Grand Central Station, 

Soulless monster of man’s creation. 

Where is your heart man meant to give — 

It’s his, he lent it so you might live; 

Perhaps you keep it wisely concealed, 

Knowing emotions too often revealed. 

Angie Jacobs, ’38 


§ 

A RENDEZ VOUS 

I have a rendez-vous. A rendez-vous with trees, and sky, and grass, and 
mountains. At approximately 6:30 some summer evening I am to meet a gentle, 
sure-footed, coal black horse named Al. He and I are going to gallop off in a 
cloud of dust, leaving all the past behind us. We are going to jog easily along 
on a rock trail until, at last, we reach a green meadow, made fertile by a swiftly 
running stream. Then he will take me across that brook and carefully ascend a 
precipitous red clay bank. Very cautiously he steps — valuing his own life as 
highly as mine. With a final plunge of exertion we will come out on a broad 
tableland. There, before us, tinted in hues no artist could imitate, lies the world. 
On three sides are mountains, huge, defiant, yet beautiful, speckled with clumps 
of fragrant sage-brush and covered with rocks and boulders, as if the hand of God 
had purposely flung them there. Together we gaze out onto miles and miles of 
dry, arid badlands, which, in the distance, fade away to mere shadows. 

Below us, nestling protected in a valley and surrounded by cottonwood 
trees, are the ranch buildings. Strange, muffled, incoherent sounds reach our 
ears, carried up on the wings of a cool, soft breeze. Gradually they gather 
strength to whirl the yellow sand over badlands and then again moan sorrowfully 
through aged pines and wild, rock-bound canyons. 

Eventually I will heed the beast’s impatience to be off and like a flash of 
lightning he will gallop back across the mesa. Then, with mutual equanimity, 
we shall slowly return to the corral, just as twilight deepens and the evening star 
appears. 

My rendez-vous is over 


Betty Woodruff, ’39 
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THE LIFE OF LUCILLE 

Although many people have heard of the cow jumping over the moon, few 
have heard of a cow jumping a barbed wire fence. Since Lucille performed 
such a remarkable feat, I feel as if she deserves a biography. 

Lucille was born on a bright sunny day in the summer of nineteen thirty- 
two in Alabama. She was a fat, chubby little calf who from the day of her birth 
seemed to have a very winning personality. While she was young, she loved to 
romp in the fields and try to frighten little boys as if she were a fierce bull. In 
her later years, she became quite dignified and walked through the fields like the 
Queen of Sheba. Her favorite pastime was standing on the bluff to look down at 
the Tennessee River. 

Lucille had a temperamental nature. She liked good food, and she expected 
that food right on time. When anyone that she didn’t like came near her, she 
kicked and caused such a commotion that they had to leave. How r ever, she 
especially loved Bronie, my grandmother ’s nigger chauffeur, who treated her like 
a child. He spent hours every day training, feeding, petting, and taking to her. 
He taught her to come to him when she heard him call. I loved to watch Lucille 
when she heard Bronie ’s call, because she always stopped grazing, lifted her 
head, listened again, and started toward him. 

One day my grandfather decided to sell Lucille. When the prospective buyer 
arrived to look at the cow, she was nowhere to be found. Bronie was sent to call 
her. Still, she did not come. After waiting for some time in vain, the buyer 
gave up in disgust and departed. It was not long before Bronie confessed that 
he had hidden Lucille because he could not bear to part from her. 

But another time Lucille really Avas missing; not even Bronie knew of her 
whereabouts. A frantic search aa 7 us started, but Avithout results. He looked for 
her in her favorite haunts, inquired for her from the neighbors, and called to her 
from time to time ; yet Lucille did not come home. Finally, Avhen he was almost 
sick Avith AA'orry, a report came that Lucille had committed suicide by jumping 
over a barbed wire fence into the Tennessee Rh 7 er. 

It seemed as if Bronie would die of grief ; liOAvever AA T e convinced him that 
Lucille had always loved the river and that it Avas better that such a distinguished 
coav should die in this remarkable way. Bronie now brags about Lucille’s 
jumping over the fence and he says if she had lived long enough she really might 
have jumped over the moon. 

Dorothy Young, ’39 

Editor’s Note : The author claims Lucille is no relative of Ferdinand the 
Bull, hut an actual figure in Alabama lore. 
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CAPRICE 

She had a crisp taffeta dress. She danced in it once for her young daughter. 
With heels clicking in an airy rhythm, like fairy castanets, she pirouetted about 
the room, to the awed delight of her single spectator. There was a loose board 
by the door, which gave an involuntary groan under her light step, squeaked out 
a surly apology and yawned back into place. Her dance transported one to the 
autumn woods, where the bracken hums in a cackling voice to the wind’s song; 
and the warm rain taps merrily down the broad leaves, pattering out an unheard 
tune. . . . But the dance ended too soon, and she stepped through the waiting door, 
her skirts whispering little bursts of melody about her, and tiptoed down the 
empty hall, out of her daughter’s heaven. 

Mary Alice Bissell, ’38 
3 

THE SHELL 

Once there was a little shell — 

No one knows what it could tell. 

Is it of coral lying on the sand, 

Or the sun warmed beaches of some far land? 

Has it seen the moon’s bright light 
Shining through the water in the night? 

Can it tell of palm trees swaying in the breeze, 

Or the pointed branches of northern trees? 

Now the little shell sits on a shelf, 

Forever and ever singing to itself. 

I wish it could tell of the wonders of the sea ; 

Whisper them softly to no one but me, 

Tell me of people in far off places, 

And what it’s seen written on their faces; 

Of strange forgotten cities on a foreign shore, 

Or seamen’s tales of mythical lore. 

Many, many years the shell will lie 
All alone on the shelf up high, 

Singing to itself the live long day, 

Humming and humming, now sad, now gay ; 

No one will ever learn what it knows 
Of sorrow and joy, happiness and woes. 

Forever and ever and ever and a day 
It will go on singing in the same low way. 


Polly Lodge, ’40 
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COMPASSION 

The naked trees were cold. 

The leaves, their crowning glory, 

Had long since died and dropped. 

The selfish earth had taken them, 

But, unlike the Indian, 

Had given nothing in return. 

And so the limbs shivered and chafed — 

Quivered like forgotten children 
Who have no fire 

And huddle together in a bare room. 

The imprisoned raven 
Had pity for some, 

And alighted in their branches. 

The others fell asleep, 

And when their mother came and saw, 

In deep repentance then she covered them 
With soft warm whiteness. 

Marianna Sohaupp, ’38 

THE PRICE OF BEAUTY 

The modern woman now will drop 
Into the nearest beauty shop 
To find her beauty, long since gone. 

Astonishing phenomenon ! 

The smell of shampoo fills the air ; 

The manicurists work with care. 

Permanents, so long and boring, 

Former curls are now restoring. 

Some sticky wave set is applied, 

Arid perfume when the hair has dried. 

The locks are trimmed and eyebrows plucked, 

And hairpins in the curls are tucked. 

All latest movie magazines 

Are read beneath the hot machines. 

All of this is woman ’s duty 
If she wants to keep her beauty. 


Ann Louise Scarritt, ’39 
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A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM 


Ijtst of Characters 


Robert Bishop A handsome, wealthy young man of about thirty 

Jane Bishop His attractive, youthful wife 

Aunt Clara A type closely resembling that of Edna May Oliver 

The Baby 


Arabella, the cat 

Act I 

A thoroughly delightful couple. Much traveled, young, intelligent and 
attractive. Fabulous wealth has provided every luxury for them, but still they 
are bored. Life has been too easy — too frivolous. Neither has had the supreme 
experience of worry or sacrifice for another. Consequently, they are seeking 
new thrills. Because of their ennui, they have grated on each other’s nerves 
until, at last, the final nerve has snapped. 

As the curtain rises, we see them in their bedroom on a certain dreary 
morning. The room is in a great state of confusion. Drawers are hanging 
precariously in mid-air and littered high on the beds are suitcases and clothes. 
In a chaise longue, Arabella cowers. The two, attired in pajamas and bathrobes, 
are quarreling. Mrs. Bishop, buried amidst her wardrobe, is seen packing in her 
half of the room while her husband does likewise in his — the drama begins : 

•Jane Bishop: (voice dripping with sweet sarcasm) You look so sweet, darling, 
when you scowl — I’ll try to remember it when I’m on the Riviera ! 

Robert Bishop: (same sickening tone) Thanks, dearest, I’ll remember how 
ravishing you are, minus the makeup ! (He stalks across the room to give her 
a slip that had found its way among his shirts. Upon seeing a tie in the 
bottom drawer of her bureau, beside the bed, he turns his back and stoops to 
get it. Purposely, he bumps into her and sends her sprawling across the 
bed). Oh, how careless of me, angel — a thousand pardons! (He makes no 
effort to aid her). 

•Jane: (regaining composure) Quite all right, maybe I can do the same for you 
sometime. 

Bob : (casually returning to his packing) Well, it certainly will be nice to see 
Margot again. When the divorce becomes final, I’ll probably marry her. 
That gold hair of hers ! I can just see it shining beneath a wedding veil ! 
(sighs audibly). 

•Jane: Yes, her hair was always so gold! I remember from childhood just how 
gold it was ! 

Bob : I knew you would, dearest. 

Jane: (angrily and perhaps jealously) Don’t think / give a hang if you marry 
her either, Bob Bishop! (change to pensive tone) I’ll have Hal! Remember 
how jealous you were when you thought I ’d marry him instead of you ? 
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Bob : And remember how scared you were when I was late for our wedding ? 

(Haughtily ignoring him, Jane crosses the room, passing in front of him, 
and opens the bathroom door. She slams it after her) . 

Bob: (He regards her with his hands on his hips and a smug smile on his face. 
At this time the cat leaps from the room). You have such a sweet nature, 
darling, that Arabella was overwhelmed and had to leave. (Sounds of tooth- 
brushing are the only reply from the bathroom. Bob walks in front of the 
door to get some socks that are hanging on the knob. At the same moment, 
Jane opens the door and bangs him hard on the nose). 

Bob : Ow ! For gosh sakes, look where you are going ! (Falls into chair, nursing his 
nose). 

Jane: Oh, how utterly, utterly careless of me ! (She starts to caress him and then, 
unexpectedly, pulls his hair. She then resumes her packing). 

Enter Maude 

Maude: (excitedl}-) Ah, Mrs. Bishop, M’am, do come downstairs. I opened the 
door and there it was — please hurry ! 

Jane : Whatever are jnu talking about, Maude ? 

Maude : Please come, I ’ll explain on the way. 

Exit Jane and Maude 

(Robert Bishop crosses the room and picks up a small picture of Jane. He 
starts to pack it, but as Jane enters the room, he scowls, and shoves it into 
the bag. Calmly, Jane ignores Bob and unwraps the bundle that she is 
carrying. As the blankets fall away, Bob sees to his amazement a little 
baby. Jane sits on the nearest bed and begins to talk baby-talk. Bob, 
unable to remain aloof, moves with dignity to her side and towers above 
them). 

Bob: Where did you get it? (Haughtily). 

Jane : (flippantly) The maid found it on the porch. 

Bob : Oh ! — nice little fellow. 

Jane : May I inform you that it is a girl ? 

Bob : I ’ll bet two cents it ’s a boy ! 

Jane: It’s a girl — anyway, I’ll take her with me! 

Bob : He’ll stay here ! He was left here and here he will stay ! 

(Ignoring him, Jane begins to talk the baby language again. Bob, finally 
sitting down, begins in the same nonsensical chant. Soon the two are 
enthralled). 

Jane: Isn’t he the darlingest thing? (Forgetting the quarrel). 

Bob : Sure is, what are we going to do with him ? 

Enter Aunt Clara 

Aunt Clara : Hand him over to me ! What else did you expect to do ? Remember 
you are both leaving tomorrow ! What a relief that will be ! Both of you 
separated and no more scenes ! 
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(Jane advances slowly and reluctantly gives Aunt Clara the baby. Both 
resume their tasks. They seem to want to patch up their differences, but 
their pride keeps them from it). 

Aunt Clara: Just think, you’ll both be free! (She glances at them to see how 
they take it). Of course, you musn’t worry about the baby; I’ll look after 
him — such a sweet child! He took to you both, too! (She sighs ex- 
aggeratedly). 

Bob : Margot and I’ll drop in to see him sometimes — slie has a way with children ! 

Jane: Isn’t that just sweet! So touching. However, I know, Aunty, you 
would just as soon turn him over to me. Hal, I’m sure, would be a great 
influence on him. 

Bob: Yes, I’m sure he would, but, unfortunately, the baby is staying here — he 
will have to grow up without Hal’s influence. 

Jane: He will not! (Both stand with their hands on their hips, glaring at each 
other) . 

Aunt Clara: If you don’t mind, my little love-birds, I’ll settle the question! 
I’ll take him back where he came from. They’ll take him, I’m sure. He is 
such a nice little fellow though, but I guess he will have to go to the 
orphanage after all! 

Bob : Orphanage ? 

Jane: Orphanage! You got him from an orphanage? 

Bob : Then you — it was you — you thought that if we had — 

Jane: She thought (turning to Bob) — she thought that it would bring us 
together. Oh, Bob, isn’t that funny? 

Bob: I’ll say! And now, my dear Aunt, why should you — 

Aunt Clara : Well, I only thought — (moves backward) You see, he was so cute — 
I couldn ’t resist — 

Jane : Why Aunt Clara ! It is a boy then ? 

Aunt Clara: Yes, but don’t worry, I’ll take him back. 

Jane: Well, I guess a boy can brave the storm better than a girl. Bob, let me 
help you with your packing. 

Exit Aunt Clara 

Bob : That will be fine, Janey — nice little fellow. How’s your bag coming along ? 

Jane: Oh — fine — yes, he is nice. It’s too bad to send him back to the orphanage. 

Bob : Yes, but we ’ll soon be miles away and it would be hard on Aunt Clara to 
bring him up. 

Jane: Yes, miles a way (sighs sadly). 

(While their backs are turned, Aunt Clara, entering softly, beckons to Maude 
to bring in something. It is a crib. The two place the baby in it and tiptoe 
out). 

Jane : You know, I was just thinking — 
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Bob : (eagerly) Yes ? 

(The baby starts to cry and both swing around. Jane rushes to it and Bob 
follows). 

Jane: Oh, I guess he wants something to play with. I’ll get Arabella’s mouse. 
Bob : That’s a fine thing to give a baby! 

Jane: I’ll get your watch then. (She turns to cross the room, but trips on the 
rug and falls into Bob’s arms). 

Bob: Oh, Janey! (hugs her) — Janey, what was it you were going to say a few 
minutes ago ? 

Jane : I Avas going to say — well, Bob, darling, someone ought to look after that 
baby and Aunty said it took to us both. Bob, I never liked the Riviera 
anyway ! 

Bob: I never liked New York, either. It Avas just another place to go, but the 
baby does need a home and an education. Janey (holding her to him) — 
Janey, isn’t Aunt Clara a trump? 

Aunt Clara enters and smiles broadly. 

Curtain 

Ellen Blanchard, ’38 
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THEATRE THOUGHTS FROM THE STAGE 

Oh, to be on Broadway 
Now that fame lies there, 

And Avhcever wakes on Broadway 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 

That the critic’s column in the New York Sun 
Schedules your play for a ten months’ run, 

While relief drips from a director’s brow — 

On BroadAvay — now ! 

And after Broadway, when tours folloAV, 

And your heart sings with the fame you swallow ! 

Hark ! Where that entranced audience far beyond 
Leans toAvard the stage in great applaud 
Of your passion, and is, for one moment fond, 

In your silver shoes, Avhile you Avatch, aAved, 

Their hearts’ desire, and bold recapture 
Of your stagily careless rapture ! 

Ah, Broadway ! Glittering, glamorous, spangled dew, 

Your Aviles in costume capture their hearts anew — 

And send them home, happy, to bed 

With the rent still due — but their art ahead. 

Nancy Lawder, ’39 
(and A. K.) 
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ON THE WOODS IN SPRING 

As 1 walked through the woods to the top of the hill, I was struck by the 
beauty of the pine trees tipped with silver as the pale, shy moon-beams played on 
the needles, and by the deep, rich brown of the earth with its tiny blue and white 
Quaker-cups, poking up timidly from their bed in the dry brown leaves. 

When I reached the crest of the hill, my hair blowing with the soft moist 
wind, I saw far below me the brook, deep with the blue of midnight and sprinkled 
with sparkling, silvery stars. At its edge grew swamp-iris of a deeper but still 
clear blue, with their straight slim stems and green graceful leaves glimmering 
in the pale moonlight. 

Oh, pile up your pleasures of June— but what can compare with Spring, 
fresh and young and hopeful ? 

Sara Goff, ’39 


A YOUNG LADY DRESSES UP 

It all began with the Eastern pageant at the church. A little girl in a white 
dress eagerly watched the angels come slowly in. “Oh, to be an angel, to he 
like them, to wear soft, dainty slippers like theirs!” The little girl looked down 
at her clumsy feet encased in high, heavy shoes. No, certainly she could not be 
one. 

On the way home she thought and thought until it seemed as though her head 
would not hold any more thinking. It was settled, she could not be an angel. 

About a week later her idle hands picked up a pair of nail scissors and an 
idea swept into her mind. She would be an angel after all. Quickly she snipped 
the tongues out of her shoes, and boldly cut the sides off, so as to make low slippers 
out of her high boots. 

This done, quite satisfied with herself, she decided to make the wings next. 
Down in her father’s study, she took some typing paper from his desk. Stealing 
back up the stairs again to her mother’s room, she made some wings. These she 
tacked on the sleeves of her dress, and, giving one last satisfied look at her 
“dainty” slippers, started upon her great adventure — she tried to fly down- 
stairs ! Landing at the bottom, quite unhurt, she sat down with a surprised look 
on her face. There her mother found her and, seeing what she had done to her 
new shoes, thought her to be anything but an angel. 

Several weeks later, when the minister came to call, the mother told him the 
sequel of the Easter pageant. The minister quickly replied that if we all cut our 
tongues out we might come nearer to being angels. 


Elizabeth Chapin, ’40 
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PIANOFORTE RECITAL 

Amongst trials and tribulations several of our accomplished pianists bravely 
played for us on January thirtieth. We applaud them heartily! 


Country Dance Beethoven 

Bagatelle Beethoven 

Jeannette Leach 

Waltz Noble Gurlitt 

Carolyn Minor 

Hungarian Dance No. 7 Brahms 

Ann Cutler 

Love is a Plaintive Thing Sullivan 

(from Patience) 

Lucy Wheeler, Soloist. 

Dance of the Cannibals Stevens 

(Robinson Crusoe Suite) 

Betty Woodruff 

Spanish Gypsy Dance Mowrey 

Jean Forbes 

N. L. 

8 

AT FAIRLEE 


It is the usual custom on our annual Fairlee week-end to indulge in the 
various winter sports which are so prevalent at attractive Bonnie Oaks. This 
year, however, on the first week-end in February, most of us armed to the teetli 
with skis, ski poles and whatnot, the powers that be brought upon us such a 
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drizzling rainstorm that we were forced to cheerfully resign ourselves to the 
many indoor sports which awaited us in the playbarn. In spite of the rain, our 
spirits remained undampened (especially with those smooth Dartmouth men to 
cheer us), and on Sunday night we all gathered together to enjoy moving pictures 
of Bonnie Oaks, with hot buttered popcorn, roasted in the huge fireplace, to add 
to the informality of the atmosphere. 

When Monday dawned, sunny and clear, a few brave souls ventured forth on 
skis to try their skill (cr should 1 say luck) on the icy crust, while other equally 
brave souls attempted a short but slippery hike. All too soon we were reluctantly 
taking our leave, well worn out but exceedingly regretful that we have only one 
of these grand week-ends a year. 

B. M. 
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THE DRAMATICS CLASS PRESENTS 
The Sire de Maletroit ’s Door 

The man who called himself the Sire de Maletroit was either mad or in- 
credibly eccentric. His audacity was monstrous ! He had demanded that he, 
Dennis, damoiseau de Beaulieu, a stranger in the countryside, marry his niece or 
hang at dawn. The girl, Blanche, was beautiful, but it was easy to perceive that 
she did not wish to marry an utter stranger. Because of this Dennis refused. 
A duel with the men at arms followed and, as he was at the point of death, she 
cried out. It was different after that, and during the last two hours assigned to 
him life was sweeter than ever before. They found that they had come to love 
each other, and suddenly they were in each other’s arms with the threat of death 
no longer over them. 


Characters 


The Sire de Maletroit 

Dennis 

Francois 

Blanche 

Priest 


Men at Arms 


Jean Forbes 

Ellen Blanchard 

Roma Nickerson 

Mary Alice Bissell 

Joan Waterhouse 

Sue Witbeck 
Gwendolyn Brockelhurst 
Billie Cutler 
Ann Kremers 


On a Park Bench 

They had had a wonderful masquerade. Mamie had escaped to the park in 
one of the shop’s most chic outfits because she had been so sick of “bein’ poor 
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and lookin’ poor and wearin’ old clothes.” There, she had met him; he was 
dressed “grand” too and they had taken each other for “society swells.” It 
had been wonderful to feel rich and talk as the society folks do. It didn’t last 
long though, for Miss Warren had come along and shown her up, and a few 
minutes later a couple of Bowery toughs had done the same to Dick. They knew 
where they stood now, so they made a date for the next noon hour. 

Characters 


He (Dick) Gwendolyn Brockelhurst 

She (Mamie Tiggs) Mary Alice Bissell 

Miss Warren Ann Kremers 

Old Lady Jean Forbes 

Bowery Boys Billie Cutler and Joan Waterhouse 


And Overtones 

They sat in Harriet’s home, sipping tea and flattering one another. Their 
hatred for each other was intense. Harriet wanted John to paint her portrait, 
so that she could again make him fall in love with her. She had married Charles 
because of his wealth and position, and Hetty, her “otherself, ” reminded her 
repeatedly that she was unhappy, but she had not listened until she had met 
Margaret again. Margaret was John’s wife and Maggie, Margaret’s “other- 
self,” insisted that she get Harriet to sit for a portrait. Harriet’s influence and 
wealth would help John so very much. Between them, they succeeded. Margaret 
couldn’t stay a moment longer — she had to tell John the good news. Accordingly, 
she bade her hostess farewell and left Maggie and Hetty to fight it out. 

Characters 


Harriet Joan Waterhouse 

Hetty Billie Cutler 

Margaret Sue Witbeck 

Maggie Ann Kremers 


“EXETER ARRIVES” 

Excitement, anticipation, and anxiety formed the atmosphere of Rogers Hall 
on March twelfth, the day of the Exeter Dance. When the buses arrived with 
the boys, R. H. resembled Barrie’s Quality Street , as curious faces peered from 
behind the curtains in various parts of the building. After a grand concert and 
dinner, came the dance, the music being played by none other than the Exeter 
Jazz Orchestra. Although the evening seemed short, there was enough time for 
all of two hundred balloons to be broken, a joint session of Trial By Jury to be 
given, and a “good time to be had by all.” 


J. W. 



“The Sire De Maletroit’s Door.” “Overtones/' 

“On the Park Bench/' “Trial by Jury/' 
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CAE-KAYA BASKET BALL GAME 

On March eighteenth in the gayly decorated gymnasium the Cae Bear and 
the Kava Lion witnessed the annual struggle between the two clubs for supremacy 
in basket ball. The starting whistle blew at three o’clock and the battle was on. 
Immediately Kava jumped into an early lead which it maintained throughout the 
game. Although Cae did her best, the closing whistle blew on a 27-19 score in 
favor of the Blue and Orange, evening up the positions of the two clubs, as Cae 
had won the hockey game. 

In the evening Miss Bagster had arranged, as usual, a very appetizing 
banquet for the school. The table was decorated with attractive place cards for 
the members of the teams, made by Barbara Marden, Sue Witbeck, and Joan 
Waterhouse for Cae, and Billie Cutler and Jean Forbes for Kava. Each team 
member received a charm in the form of a small basket ball with the name of the 
club and the date engraved on it. 

Barbara Marden, president of Cae, presented Jean Forbes, Kava president, 
with the basket ball cup, and everyone on the two teams was sung to by the rest 
of the school. 

Team Members 


Kava 

Mary Alice Bissell 
Billie Cutler 
Jean Forbes, (Capt.) 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
Lucy Wheeler 
Jeanne Wise 
Substitutes 
June Cunningham 
Bettie Ellis 
Roma Nickerson 


Cae 

Angie Jacobs 
Charlotte McDowell 
Jean McGay 
Connie Qua, (Capt.) 

Joan Waterhouse 
Sue Witbeck 
Substitutes 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 
Barbara Marden 
Betty Woodruff 

C. Q. 


TRIAL BY JURY 

The house lights dimmed, voices hushed and the curtain parted on Trial By 
Jury. 

Edwin admits that he is fickle and that the first of all the bridesmaids has 
captured his heart, but the jur 3 r , and especially the foreman, captivated by the 
fair Angelina, fails to see his point. Angelina, with whom Edwin has once been 
in love, is suing him for breach of promise of marriage. Poor Edwin offers to 



KAVA BASKET BALL TEAM 



CAE BASKET BALL TEAM 
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marry both, but it is proved by the counsel that such a thing is quite illegal. 
Finally, the judge solves the problem by declaring that he will marry Angelina 
himself ! 


The Characters 


Edwin, the Defendant.... 

The Judge 

Angelina, the Plaintiff 

Counsel for the Plaintiff, 

Foreman of the Jury 

Usher 

Clerk of the Court 


Lucy Wheeler 

Joan Waterhouse 

Ann Cutler 

Nancy Lawder 

Louise Sargent 

Em ly Amn Cowles 
Loris Niblo 


Bridesmaids 


Eloise Dickey 

Jean Ford 

Ann Kremers 

Barbara Marden 

Jean McGay 

Jury 

Carolyn Minor 
Roma Nickerson 
Nancy Robertson 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
Diana Winston 

Elizabeth Chapin 

Bettie Ellis 

Angie Jacobs 

Charlotte McDowell 

Thais Preble 


Ellen Richardson 
Elsa Walker 

Sue Witbeck 

Jeanne Wise 

Betty Woodruff 


Spectators 


Dorothea Bezanson 

June Cunningham 


Evelyn Porter 

Joyce Sargent 


E. B. 

8 

ALSO ON THE CALENDAR 

January 

5th — “The fatal hour, 5:30/’ Back to Education (?) with delicious 
memories. 

9th — Polk song and ballads (especially that one about the old maid) sung in 
Miss Gertrude Tingley’s sympathetic manner. 

12th — A fitting introduction to our Modern Dancing — Hanva Holm’s dance 
group. (Those gals have something !) 

15th — Speculation runs high — “Do you suppose he’s signed up for me? 
“The Andover Return.” 

16th — Entertaining Mrs. Chamberlain describes her school of everyday art 
and some of its girls. 


SCHOOL NOTES 


23 


17th — A surprise sleigh ride (after a short study hall). Did the dog finally 
sleep with Loris or Barbara? 

19th — “Those wiggling girls’’ heard the violinist Szigeti, while the History 
and Chemistry classes stayed at home and studied (?). 

23rd — A jaunt in France with Madame Amstel. “I can practically taste 
that hard year-old bread.” 

25th — “Exams” — which speaks for itself! 

29th — After much fervent argument as to when, the Mid- winter Formal 
finally takes place with great success. 


February 

3rd — Those budding pianists of ours hardly touched a thing for dinner. 
Mrs. McGay’s tea must have been something. 

4th — The incomparable Mr. Crooks in a splendid concert. (And the An- 
dover boys ! ) 

18th — Andover Winter Promenade and Claude Hopkins’ orchestra for 
these lucky girls. Snow White for the stay-at-homes. 

20th — Airs. McGay was right — that magician was novel — and entertaining. 
22nd — Ravel’s Bolero certainly excited Symphony goers. 

27th — Vesper Service at the Cochran Church in Andover with combined 
Andover and Brooks Choirs. 


March 

2nd — To South America (by way of Europe and Anthony Eden) with Miss 
Aver}'. 

11th — Hot dogs and strawberries as well as the old standby, hamburgers and 
onions — Cae supper. 

13tli — Extraordinary piano recital by young Donald Currier of the Boston 
Conservatory. 

14th — “Lantern in the Snow” — can’t you guess? Robert Tristram Coffin 
at the Women’s Club. 

19th — Kava supper (For approximately same result see “Cae supper”). 

20th — -Miss Slattery’s talk to Youth. 

23rd — “Has everyone her ticket and money?” “Where are my bags?” 




Perching on a mail box, the Owl read this graceful contribution from one of 
the male admirers of M. 0. S. 


Hear Ye, Chemists ! 

Accurate analysis of the deadlier sex: 

A new (?) element-woman 
Symbol— WO 

A member of the human family 

Occurrence — can be found wherever man exists 

Physical properties : 

All colors and sizes. Usually appears in a disguised condition. Surface of 
face seldom unprotected by a coating of paint or film of powder (composition 
material). Boils at everything and may freeze at any- moment. (However, 
melts when properly treated). Very bitter if not used correctly. 

Chemical properties : 

Extremely active. Possesses a great affinity for gold, platinum, silver, and 
all precious stones, especially diamonds. Violent reaction when left alone by 
men. Turns green when placed next a better example. 


THE CAMPUS OWL 
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Ages rapidly. 

Fresh variety has great magnetic attraction. 

NOTE : Highly explosive and likely to be dangerous if left in inexperienced 
hands. 

In graceful reply M. 0. S. returned the compliment: 

More for the Chemists 

Element — man 

Symbol — X 

A member of the human family 

Occurrence — anywhere at the wrong time 

Physical properties : 

Specimens vary from short, freckled variety to fast, dark type, both possess- 
ing a wide, vacant smile. Great fondness for flattery and holding hands. Pro- 
duces an abundance of hot air. Has a low boiling point. 

Chemical properties : 

Dangerously reactive. Takes a long time in reaching maturity and always 
stays fresh. Will combine with H20 upon occasion but more readily with 
C2H50H. 

NOTE : Keep wet blanket in readiness as sometimes gets out of control. 

8 

NIGHT 

Good Heavens, I’m awake! I wonder how that happened. I hope I don’t 
have insomnia. It’s really very nice to be awake though, because if I were 
asleep I wouldn ’t be able to realize how warm and comfortable my bed is. 

How I’d hate to be outside tonight. That poor old man who was on the 
street corner selling pencils — but I won’t think of him. It depresses me. 

Let ’s see, what shall I think about ? That closet door — oh, for goodness sake, 
Loris, stop petrifying yourself. Surely there is something nice you can think 
about. No, not about her. You owe her a letter. 

I know! The next time you see Johnny. I want to look very nice. Oh, so 
nice. What will I have on ? Black — yes, it must be black. That was a darling 
black dress I saw in Harper’s Bazaar today. It will be sort of like that only not 
with pleats. It must be straight with a zipper to make it fit well through the 
hips. Speaking of hips, you are getting terribly fat these days, Loris Niblo ; it’s 
about time you tried to lose a little. If Dickey asks you to go up to Jerry’s to- 
morrow say, “I’m sorry, Dickey, but I’m dieting or I’d love to go with you.” 
You must have a little will power, and I’m sure her feelings won’t be hurt. 

Where was I when I so rudely interrupted myself ? Oh, yes. I was saying 
that when Johnny comes to California I want to be wearing a black dress with 
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accordian pleats. No, without pleats. Oh, which was it ? And it was to be 
tight, very, very, very tight across across — — 

The Owl wishes to ask, Loris, if this is a nom de plume for Ba-Ba- or just 
fickleness? 

And now if The Owl may comment upon a few direct observations of his 
own : 

The Fairlee weekenders missed a good show on Sunday night — namely, the 
ghost dancers who brought such frustration upon Miss "Winston, from Chicago. 
You put up a good fight, Di, but we won in the end. Oh, Angie, where are you? 

Ah ! for the august senior who, when asked if she had finished her thousand 
word theme, replied rather quaveringly, “Yes, all except the first sentence.” 

Marianna has acquired a new bit of name — “Rat Bait Schaupp” — hardly 
commendable, but oh, so fitting ! 

And whoops! for the jovial junior who referred so blithely to “Beowulf” 
as the English national anthem. 

To one of my charges recently seen delving into the realms of higher 
literature — might I suggest “The Little Colonel’s Knight Comes Riding” as the 
next in line? 

As to the Gene Young vs. Jean Ford Fairlee-Hanover controversy — wouldn’t 
the Princeton Lonely Hearts Club he a fine substitute ? 

If you are momentarily embarrassed by various and sundry articles which 
you have forgetfully left in the drawing room, be nonchalant — and sneak back 
before the waste basket is emptied. 

And what has become of George Parker? 

8 

CHAOTIC MENTALITY 

During the Renaissance. ... oh honestly, Jean McGay has the longest 
eyelashes. I wonder if she puts vaseline on them? I think I’ll try it tonight 
and see if anything happens. Golly ! I’ll have a nervous prostration if Freddie 
doesn’t write soon. After all, it’s been two whole days. You don’t s’pose that 
dishwater blonde. . . . ? ! ! How does anyone expect me to write an exam with 
people rattling paper ? Whoops ! Only an hour more to do four questions. That 
means fifteen minutes on each. Maybe I can bluff the last one, ’cause I haven’t 
the faintest notion what it’s about. Let’s see, I have the first four questions 
right (I hope), probably half of the fifth, and if I can get a brain storm on this 
one it’ll mean sixty. Good heavens ! I can ’t pass an exam with that — something 
will simply have to be done ! Darn it all, there goes another nail. It was prac- 
tically as long as Polly Lodge’s, too. I think I’ll buy some artificial ones this 
weekend, except they’re so hard to put on and the glue gets all over. Well, at 
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least they’ll be better than these stubs. Jumpin’ grasshoppers! I forgot to 
make a hair appointment and the Andover Prom’s Friday. You might know 
I’d forget, especially when it looks worse than ever before. Oh well, what do I 
care; Percy wouldn’t even notiee if I wore a wig. Gee whiz, I hope it doesn’t 
snow next weekend. It probably will, just beeause I’m going home. Wouldn’t 

it be wonderful to be home now instead of taking this Holy cats ! Two 

more minutes ! ! ! I’m not half finished, and here I’ve been working my head off 
the full two hours. If I don’t pass this exam it won’t be my fault. Maybe if I 
put “time” at the end, it will make some sort of impression — After all, I really 
have worked awfully hard — well, pretty hard; perhaps I didn’t work as hard as 
I should, but I. ... oh ! draw your own eonelusion ! 

The Owl understands how you feel, Jeanne Wise, and commends you for your 
courageousness of expression in writing the thoughts of many. 



a 

Births : 

On January 17th, a daughter, Beth Bridge, to Mr. and Mrs. Harold W. 
Frederick, (Evelyn Dimeling), at Spokane, Washington. 

On February 9th, a son, Pearson, to Mr. and Mrs. Gerould McWane, (Sally 
Pearson), in Milan, Ohio. 

On March 26th, a daughter, Elizabeth Donna, to Mr. and Mrs. E. Donald 
Terry, (Amy Culver), in Riverhead, N. Y. 

Marriages : 

In January, Nancy Hawley to Mr. Kenneth Sikes Fisher in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. They are at home in Nashua, New Hampshire. 

On February 9th, Charlotte Jealous to Mr. James Philip Maher, in Boston. 
They are at home on Glades Road, North Scituate Beach, Massachusetts. 

On March 1st, Bettina Burnett to Hans- Joachim Haering, in St. Gallen, 
Switzerland, where they will make their home. 

On April 2nd, Virginia Fitz will lie married to Mr. Stanley Taylor in Wake- 
field, Massachusetts. 

Engagements : 

Ruth French has announced her engagement to Mr. Robert S. Mansfield, of 
Wellesley, Massachusetts. 
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On February 23rd, Mrs. McGay was entertained by the Philadelphia Branch 
at the Pennsylvania Athletic Club. Present at the luncheon were Emma Arnold 
Tompkins, Carlotta Pleath Moore, Frances Taylor Martin, Almeda Herman 
Fager, Eulalia Peterson Rincliffe, Hazel Coffin Brown and Charlotte Tibbetts 
Fort. Several other girls who were planning to come from Reading were unable 
to appear when the day proved to be an exceedingly stormy one. 


S 


EXCHANGES 

THE RIGMAROLE — Choate School, Brookline, Mass. 

THE TATLER — The Madeira School, Greenway, Ya. 

THE BLUE PENCIL— Walnut Hill School, Natick, Mass. 
CARGOES — Kent Place School, Summit, N. J. 

THE CLIO — Miss Beard’s School, Orange, N. J. 

THE TRIANGLE— The Emma Willard School, Troy, N. Y. 

THE BRIMMERWRITES — The Brimmer School, Boston, Mass. 
THE MAGPIE — St. Margaret’s School, Waterbury, Conn. 

THE ABBOT COURANT — Abbot Academy, Andover, Mass. 

THE MIRROR — Phillips Academy, Andover, Mass. 

THE MAZE — The May School, Boston, Mass. 

THE ARCHON — Governor Dummer Academy, So. Byfield, Mass. 
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Speaking of "Price 

8 

“THERE IS HARDLY ANYTHING IN 
THE WORLD THAT SOME MAN CAN- 
NOT MAKE A LITTLE WORSE AND 
SELL A LITTLE CHEAPER AND THE 
PEOPLE WHO CONSIDER PRICE ONLY 
ARE THIS MAN’S LAWFUL PREY” 

— Attributed to Ruskin 

Speaking of Quality 

8 

Trustworthy Goods 
Character in Merchandise 
Low Prices for Quality 
Exactness of Statements 
Pleasant Personal Service 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


at 



c _ 'Merchandise of zSSCERIT Only 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell's 

Biggest 

Busiest and 
Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson’s better fuels 
and better heating service. 




E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Tel. 4940 Tel. 135 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 


DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous lor 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 
Ask for Our Catalogue, “The Epicure" 

>res KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1300 

MAIL ORDERS WE SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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Lowell’s Largest Furniture Store 


Prescott Street at Central 



“Say it with Flowers"''' 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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Compliments of 


DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

ICE 


MANUFACTURED 


NATURAL 


COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 


Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

. TELEPHONES 791 - 792 



Compliments of 


G. H. HOBSON & SON 


Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 
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CANDY ■ FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 


3 

PRINCE-COTTER 


Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 


104 Merrimack St. 


Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

66 A little shop ivith a sincere 
desire to serve you 99 


T’aule JVood 

STUD FROCK 

A dress that won t 
go out of style . . . 
a classic , figure- 
flattering frock to 
wear anywhere . . 
just suit thefabric 
to the occasion. 

$ 13.95 

2nd Floor 

CHERRY & 
WEBB’S 



W. E. PORTER 

Successor to John A . McEvoy 

OPTOMETRIST 

EYES EXAMINED .*. GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

TELEPHONE 1798 


Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 
General Insurance 

45 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

Tel 144 
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ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI 


TEL. 



MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 


Established 1898 Telephone 2546 

Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds of 
Roofing Material 

147 Rock Street, Lowell, Mass. 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 
24 Prescott Street 


BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

143 E. MERRIMACK STREET 

Tel. 4536 We Call and Deliver 


Official Launderers and Dry Cleansers 

for 

ROGERS HALL 

8 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER ST., LOWELL 


PHONE 1026 
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NINETY-EIGHT YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists’’ 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 

Compliments of 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

Mechanics 

Savings Bank 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 

W. J. HOARE 


Sea Food of All Kinds 

. 

in its Season 

Now Distributed by the 

Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

Oldest Food Store in 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Lowell 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 


“For Your Health's Sake 

T. A. WHELAN 

Eat More Fish ” 

312 Central Street 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

Page Catering Company 


Compliments of 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

DILLON 

for 

“bonded Qleaning ’ 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 453 

Compliments of 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

“ Where School and Hotel Folks 

Gather** 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 


95 BRIDGE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


The Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 

All the newest and most popular books in 
fiction and non-fiction 

at 

Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


LOWELL -------- MASS. 


Compliments of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Telephones: 893 — 894 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephone 6596-J 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 

Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 

CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(De-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 

MRS. HYLAN’S CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 

Tel. 8313 24 Middle St. 

u The Bread of Others is Sweet” 

STATIONERS 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

Marden & Murphy 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Commercial Specialists 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

15 Kearney square 

— 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

i 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mass. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

Fine Cutlery 

Qharles 7". Marsden 

Fire Place Goods 

Electrical Contractor 

at 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

THE THOMPSON 

HARDWARE CO. 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Tel. 156—157 

Telephone 5708 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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Seeds and Garden Supplies 

Tools and Implements 

Economy Rug Works 

Builders ’ Hardware - Wallpaper 

Up-to-Date Cleaning and Repairing 

and Paints 

All Work Guaranteed 

BARTLETT & DOW CO. 

208 Central St, Lowell, Mass. 

607 Middlesex Street - Lowell 855 

Derby Electric Motors Co. 

INC. 

Compliments of 

ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES 
FIXTURES 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 
& SON 

Construction and Supplies 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

40-44 Middle Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 


Phones 3096 and 3097 



Please ‘Patronize 
Our Advertisers 
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How quickly June, the month which brings an end to our eventful school 
year, arrived! And didn’t those eight short weeks of spring just fly by? So 
many novel things were planned for our entertainment — Founder’s Day (the 
alumnae were certainly excellent basketball players!), the Senior Prom, club 
suppers, and the school picnic at Singing Beach where we had our last informal 
moments together. And, of course, all of the senior events and parties. Rogers 
Hall, and especially the senior class, was in a state of confusion during the Com- 
mencement activities, but how soon the familiar halls were vacated and the ex- 
cited hum of voices died away after graduation. (However, we mustn’t forget 
those several ambitious souls who remained behind to attempt college boards). 

And now, referring again to Commencement, we realize that another senior 
class has gone out from Rogers Hall, happy, we know, yet somewhat reluctant. 
The school will miss them, but will feel proud of these representatives who are 
venturing forth into a more varied life. Next fall new faces will appear to be 
welcomed, and they too will soon grow to love the traditional customs which are 
ours. Thus, we see that we are all part of a continual succession of figures who 
will always look back upon Rogers Hall with affection. 
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TO THE SEA 

0 sea, how sparkling you are, 

How happy, how gay, 

How you toss back your waves 
And sprinkle in foam 
And roll v 7 ith laughter 
And kiss the shores ! 

You want to draw me in to play, 
You’re tired of just the ordinary way 
Of rolling in and rolling out 
With scarce a playmate about, 

But no, some other day, 

1 want to watch — • 

I want to feel your misty spray 
So damp across my face. 


Ellen Blanchard, ’38 
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THE TURBULENT SPIRIT 

Hattie Cons paused beside the washroom mirror to make sure of the neat 
coils of hair, caught up just above each ear, black and shining; she adjusted the 
green hat with the black rosette adorning its upturned brim; she smiled in ex- 
pectation. 

Today was the day. 

THE day. 

She took the elevator to the street floor and there passed through the re- 
volving door, happily. Ah. . if only — But of course. How silly ! Why not ? 

Suddenly she grew panicky. Suppose she had been wrong. Suppose it 
were too forward of her (and heaven knows she didn’t want that). Suppose.... 
oh, above all, suppose the etiquette book had been wrong, what then ? What then ? 

Street cars clanged. Taxis honked. Hey, taxi ! It was spring. Spring 
in New York, do you know it? Hattie did. It filled her with an unearthly 
joy, made her think of the old days when she and Marcus had skated by the 
river, and the sun beat down upon their heads. The sun beat down, the same 
sun, the same sun. Was it the same? No. ...no, it somehow was a different sun, 
foreign, not so joyful as the other one. Ah, youth. 

Listen to me, you fool. There is no reason to dread this. This is a good 
day. Didn’t you feel it when you got up this morning? A good day. Yes. 

Fifty-sixth, fifty-seventh, fifty-eighth. . . Why all this? Why all this 
just for a sandwich and a cup of coffee and a. . a banana split today, perhaps? 
Why indeed ? Oh ! That child ! She ran in front of that car. But she ’s not 
hurt. . . thank God. There’s something about little children. . . I don’t know. 
. . . . they’re so little. If — 

Don’t think about it. Oh, please don’t think about it. Think about some- 
thing else. . . see that green dress in that window across the street. . green. . . 

A quarter of a block. Two doors down Listen, you fool, don’t let your 

heart pound so. 

The doors were open and people crowded the store, sitting at the counter, 
at the small tables. The air buzzed with talk, the electric fans hummed, stirring 
the menus. She found a place at the counter and squeezed in. Listen, you foo — 

“Hello, Hattie.” 

“AVhy, hello, Sam. Warm, isn’t it ?” 

“You bet. What’ll it be?” 

“Gee, I don’t know. Wliat’s good today?” 

“How about the bacon and tomato sandwich? With lettuce.” 

“Yeh, that sounds good, all right. Don’t forget my coffee, will you Sam?” 

He laughed. 

“Listen, do von think I’d forget your coffee when you had it every day for 
five weeks?” 

Ah. Hope, hope. Say it soon. Say it when these people beside me leave. 
Did you hear what he said? Every day for five weeks. . . he noticed. . . he 
did notice. Do you think ?. . . 
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SPLINTERS 


He set the plate on the counter before her. She took a paper napkin from 
the holder and unfolded it neatly in her lap. In a minute he would come back. . 

“ Here’s your coffee. ...” 

Now. . . now. . . say it now, and don’t stammer. . . 

“Listen, Sam, I’ve been kinda wondering lately if you, that is, I got a real 
nice little place and I kinda wondered if maybe some night you’re not bus}’ if 
you’d like to come up — I mean come up and have dinner with me.” 

There, I’ve said it Oh God, let him say yes. . . Why doesn’t he 

answer? Please, God. . . . 

“Gosh, I’m sorry, Hattie. I don't have much time nights. I’m kind of 
tied up in my spare time. You see, there’s a certain party I devote most of my 
spare time to. I guess you understand. It wouldn’t be right. ...” 

She finished her lunch in silence, cheeks burning, fiercely fighting back 
tears of humiliation. 

Eat it. . . eat it. . . finish that sandwich or I’ll kill you. Oh, God, why 
did you let me do it? Why didn't you let him say yes, God? But it doesn’t 
matter. I only asked. I was only being friendly. Is there anything wrong in 
that? Well, you can go now . . . 

She swung jauntily around on the stool and stepped down. The crowd 
was thinning and the air was cooler, fresher. She stopped to look at a bottle of 
perfume at the cosmetic counter, and then she walked out of the door into the 
sunlight. 

Forever. 

Ann Kremers, ’38 
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A TRIBUTE TO THE PIONEERS 

For us our fathers struggled to create 
A land where freedom ever did survive. 

They bravely bore the pains of crushing fate 
To hew a trail. How nobly they did strive ! 

The wrath of nature claimed the lives of some — 
The empty wastes where beasts did fear to tread. 
But those to hardships who did not succumb 
Lived on courageously in spite of dread. 

And now because of their persistent will 
We find a land of beauty, wealth and might ; 

But have we not a purpose to fulfill ? 

A sense of duty this should now incite, 

For we must keep our country at its height 
And carry on ahead the torch of light. 


Jean McGay, ’38 
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NEITHER RHYME NOR REASON 

We don ’t mind History, 

Latin, French, or Chemistry, 

If learned only for the month, 

The week, the day, or better yet ourselves, 
And Avhen the year is over omit examination 
Or any test of memorization, 

Then to he sure of graduation 
And walking down the aisle. 

Twelve years t ’was my ambition ; 

Now remembering admonitions, 

So realizing the conditions 
By which we graduate, 

Will it happen in the month or years to come? 

Is it any wonder then 

That in June, when it’s too late 

And we dare not hesitate 

To review our mental state, 

That we tremble, jump and shake 
At the thought of examinations ! 

Oh, that frightful apparition, 

Horrible premonition — - 
I could go on for years 
Describing Senior fears 
Which all lack rhyme or reason 
Except that it’s the season 
To test our minds, 

Which, being very frank, 

Are usually a blank — 

Now I feel like Gertrude Stein 
For there’s neither reason here nor rhyme! 
But say a little prayer 
For a Senior’s woe and care, 

When June is in the air. 


Angie J acobs, ’38 
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DISHEARTENED 

T saw a painted rainbow 
Arch across an April sky, 

Then, fading softly into mist, 
Fall in the sea and die. 

I saw a yellow jonquil 
Open wide its fragile lips, 

And a saucy teasing wind 
Tear it into bits. 

I saw a man with triumph 
Slowly near his final goal, 

Then fate with clutching hands 
Steal from him his soul. 


Mary Harriet Worthen, ’38 
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ON TAKING FLOWERS TO TEACHER 

In this age of much publicized, slick politicians, easily influenced courts 
and won-by-a-smile policemen, the Bribe is a common device, often used and often 
successful. No matter how disguised or camouflaged, it can be recognized with 
facility, and is accepted as easily. 

I am as sure the cave-mother gave her rebelling son pretty pink shells or 
baby monkeys to induce him to eat his swamp-spinach, as I am sure of the similar 
practice among modern mothers, though it takes the form of teddy-bears and 
visits to the circus. 

The young themselves soon “ catch on,” for where is the beribboned little 
girl who has not beamingly appeared at school very early, proudly and self- 
consciously clutching a bundle of flower stalks? Of course, it was Mama’s idea, 
and realizing this, teacher accepts the gift as such, with amused thanks. Later on 
it is a little different, not to say embarrassing, for the young lady to ply this art 
upon a young man teacher, but by this time she has other and more successful 
devices. 

The Bribe has such a delicious smack of the unlawful as to make it totally 
irresistible. Though the briber be despised, the dainty tidbit is snatched up with 
avidity, and everyone is happy — for how enjoyable is that little twinge of con- 
science ! It occurs in the highest and lowest walks and forms of life. Even your 
dog whimpers dejectedly at your stern rebuke, but is ready the next minute to 
bring back your silly sticks for praise. Being but a means to an end, its motives 
are purely selfish, from coaxing pedagogues into a favorable frame of mind, to 
passing pork-barrel legislation in Congress. 

So — even though you enjoy grinding axes — beware of the axe. 

Marianna Scitaupp, ’38 
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(THANKS FOR THE MEMORIES) 

Thanks for the memories 
Of studies in the morn, 

Demerits to be borne, 

Of many sports of many sorts, 

Of good words and of scorn — 

Oh, thank you so much. 

Thanks for the memories 

Of rainy afternoons, swingy Harlem tunes, 

Of study halls, mid-winter balls, 

Of oranges and of prunes — 

How lovely it was ! 

We ’ll say good-bye to the Hall now, 

Our year here is over and done ; 

But we’ll always remember those columns, 
The house, the gym, that place to swim — 

So thanks for the memories 
Of candles while we dined, 

A guiding hand so fine, 

A cozy room and parties 
Where we had so grand a time — ■ 

Oh, thank you so much. 


M. A. B.— S. W. 



JEAN McGAY 
15 Astor Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; President of Senior Class ; Editor-in-chief 
of Splinters, ’38 ; Splinters Literary Board, ’37 ; 
Secretary-Treasurer of Cae, ’38 ; Hockey, ’35, ’37, ’38 ; 
Basketball and Manager, ’38; Swimming, ’35, ’36 ; 
Baseball, ’35 ; Riding, ’35, ’36; Badminton, ’38; Exeter 
Dance Committee, ’37 ; Chairman Senior Prom Com- 
mittee, ’38; New Girl-Old Girl Party. ’36, ’37, ’38; 
Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’36, ’38; Glee Club, 
’36. ’37, ’38; Old Girl Basketball Team, ’38; Senior 
Play, ’37 ; Dramatic and Voice Training Plays, ’35, 
’36, ’37, ’38 ; Christmas Pageant, ’37, ’38 ; Senior 
Luncheon Committee, ’37; Reception Committee, ’36, 
’37; Commencement Usher. ’36; Class Day Usher, ’36, 
’37 ; Commencement Play Usher, ’36 ; R. II. ’35 ; Honor 
Roll, ’35, ’36, ’37 ; Underhill Honor, ’38. 


' S' 



MARY ALICE BIS SELL 
1 Stoneleigli Park 
Westfield, New Jersey 

Kava Club; Basketball, '38; Hockey, ’38; Baseball, 
’38 ; Tennis, ’38; Hockey Banquet, ’38; R. H., ’38; 
Dramatic Club Plays, ’38 ; Christmas Pageant, ’38 ; 
Commencement Play, ’38 ; Senior Prom, ’38. 


LUCY WHEELER 
25 Park Avenue 
Wakefield, Massachusetts 

Kava Club ; Vice-President Senior Class ; Chairman 
New Girl-Old Girl Party, ’38 ; Manager of Swimming, 
’38 ; Swimming, ’37, ’38 ; Tennis, ’37 ; Basketball, ’38 ; 
Faculty Marshal at Commencement, ’37 ; Senior Recep- 
tion, ’37 ; Business Manager Splinters, ’38 ; Senior 
Prom, ’38 ; Commencement Play, ’37, ’38 ; Operetta, 
‘38 ; Andover Dance Committee, ’37, ’38 ; Mid-winter 
Formal, ’37 ; Glee Club, ’37, ’38 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’37. 



ELLEN BLANCHARD 
19 Arbor Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Hockey, '37 ; Dramatics Class Plays, ’36, 
’38 ; Christmas Play, *37. ’38 ; Commencement Play, 
’38 ; Usher Commencement Play, ’38 ; Glee Club, ’36 ; 
’37 : Operetta, ’36 ; Usher Commencement Play, ’37 ; 
Student Council. ’38; Splinters Literary Board, ’38; 
New Girl-Old Girl Party, *38; Andover Dance, ’38; 
Mid-winter Formal, ’37, ’38 ; Senior Reception, ’36 ; 
Senior Luncheon, ’37 ; Chairman Senior Dinner, ’38 ; 
Class Day Usher, ’37 ; Splinters Poetry Prize, ’35, ’38. 




JANET CHURCH 
117 Elm Street 
Millbury, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; Baseball, ’3S ; 2nd Basketball, ’38 ; Exeter 
Dance Committee. ’38. 



ELOISE DICKEY 
2oS(5 Habersham Road 
Atlanta. Georgia 

Cae Club ; Glee Club, ’36, ’37, ’38 ; Operetta, ’36, ’38 ; 
Cheer Leader, '37, ’3S ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’36 ; 
Andover Dance Committee, ’37, ’38 ; Senior Prom, ’38 ; 
Student Council. ’38 ; Hallowe’en, ’38 ; Splinters Board, 
’38; Christmas Pageant, ’37. 



BETTIE ELLIS 
177 South Clinton Street 
East Orange. New Jersey 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ‘38 ; Swimming, ‘38 ; Sub 
Basketball. ’38; Baseball, ’38; R. H„ ’38; Glee Club, 
’38 ; Christmas Vespers, ‘38 ; Christmas Pageant, ’38 ; 
Operetta, ’38 ; Hallowe’en Party, ’38 ; Mid-winter 
Formal, ’38. 



JEAN FORBES 
8 Woodland Road 
Maplewood. New Jersey 

Kava Club ; President Kava Club, ’38 ; Hockey 
Manager, ’37 ; Hockey Captain, ’37 ; Hockey, ’38; Sub 
Basketball, ’37 ; Captain Basketball, ’38 ; Riding. ’37, 
’38 ; Swimming, ’37, ‘38 ; Water Pageant, ’37 ; Base- 
ball, ’38 ; Winner Ping-Pong, ’37, ’38 ; Winner Tennis, 
’37, ’38; R. H„ ’37, ’38; Athletic Cup. ’37, ’38; 
Christmas Pageant, ’37, ’38; Mid-winter Formal, ’37 ; 
Senior Luncheon, ‘37 ; Usher Commencement Play, *37 ; 
Usher Operetta. ’38 ; Music Recital, ’38 ; Dramatics 
Class Plays, ’38 ; Commencement Play, ’38 ; Senior 
Prom, ’38; Business Board Splinters, ’38; Olive Sewall 
Parsons Honor, ’38 ; Music Appreciation Prize, ’38. 




ANGIE JACOBS 
20 East Jackson Boulevard 
Chicago, Illinois 

Cae Club; Hockey, ? 3S ; Hockey Manager, ’38 
Basketball. '38; Swimming Manager, ’38; Ii. H., '38 
Swimming, ’38 ; Senior Prom. ’38 ; Glee Club, ’38 
Operetta. ’38 ; Commencement Play, '3S. 



ANN LEE KREMERS 
Lewiston Heights 
Lewiston, New York 

Kava Club; Baseball. '3S ; Badminton, ’38; Hal- 
lowe'en Party, '38 ; Andover and Exeter Dance Com- 
mittees, '3S ; Glee Club, '38 ; Operetta, '38 ; Dramatic 
Club Plays, ’38 ; Christmas Vespers, ’38 ; Christmas 
Pageant, '38; Commencement Play, '3S ; Student 
Council, '38 ; Splinters Literary Board, '3S ; Senior 
Editor, '38; Splinters Short Story Prize, '3S. 



BARBARA HARDEN 
107 Clark Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; President of Cae. ’38 ; Marshal for Mrs. 
McGay, '37 ; Honor Roll, '35, '37 ; Glee Club, ’36, '37, 
'3S ; Gilbert & Sullivan Operettas, '36, '38 ; Hockey, 
’35, ’37, '3S; Sub Basketball, '35. '37, '3S ; Baseball. 
'35, '3S ; Swimming, '38 ; Tennis, '37, '38 ; Ping-Pong, 
'38 ; R. H., '3S ; Splinters Literary Board, '37, '38 ; 
Art Editor, ‘37 ; Exeter Dance. '37 ; Senior Prom, '38 ; 
Senior Luncheon. '37 ; Commencement Play Usher, '37 ; 
Commencement Usher. ‘37 ; Senior Reception, '36 ; 
Class Day Usher, '36 ; Dramatics Class Plays, '35, '36 ; 
Christmas Pageant, '37, ‘38 ; New Girl-Old Girl Party, 
'36, '37, '38. 



ROMA NICKERSON 
Balmville Road 
Newburgh, New York 

Kava Club ; Secretary-Treasurer Kava Club ; Cheer 
and Song* Leader, '3S ; Ping-Pong, '37 ; Baseball, '38 ; 
Sub Basketball, '38 ; Hallowe'en Party, '38 ; Exeter 
Dance, '37; Christmas Pageant, '38 ; Student Council, 
'38 ; Mid-winter Formal, '3S ; Dramatics Class Plays, 
'37, '3S ; Glee Club, '37, '3S ; Operetta, '38 ; Commence- 
ment Play, '38 ; Reception Committee, '37. 





MARIANNA SCIIAUPP 
312 Third Avenue 
Frankfort. New York 

Kava Club ; Hockey, '37, '38 ; Captain Hockey, '38 ; 
Ping-Pong, '38; Ping-Pong Manager, '38; Swimming, 
'38; Baseball. '38; R. H., ‘38; Student Council, '38; 
Hallowe’en Party, *38 ; Exeter Dance, '37 ; Mid-winter 
Formal, '38 ; Senior Luncheon, '37 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’37, '38; Undergraduate Song, '37; Splinters Literary 
Borad, '38 ; Splinters Essay Prize, '38. 



JOAN WATERHOUSE 
84 Tenth Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 


Cae Club ; Hockey, *37, '38 ; Captain Hockey, '38 ; 
Basketball, '38 ; Badminton, '38 ; Swimming Pageant, 
*38; R. PI.. '38; Posture Cup, ’38; Glee Club, '36, '37, 
’38; Christmas Pageant, '37, '38; Operetta, '36, '38; 
Exeter Dance, '36 ; New Girl-Old Girl Party, '38 ; 
Mid-winter Formal, ’37 ; Business Board Splinters, '38 ; 
Marshal for School. ’37 ; Senior Prom, '38 ; Commence- 
ment Play, '37, '38 ; Senior Reception, ’37 ; Commence- 
ment Usher, '36 ; Dramatics Prize, '38. 



SUSAN WITBECK 
94 Moffat Road 
Waban, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; Hockey, '38 ; Basketball, '38 ; Ping-Pong, 
’38; Baseball. '38; Council. '38; Glee Club, '38; 
Operetta. ’38 ; Dramatics Class Plays, '38 ; Commence- 
ment Play, '38 ; Chairman Valentine Party, '38 ; 
Christmas Pageant, '38 ; Senior Prom, '38 ; R. H., '38 ; 
Art Prize, '38. 



DIANA WINSTON 
200 East Chestnut Street 
Chicago, Illinois 

Cae Club; Hockey, '38; Glee Club, '38; Operetta, 
'38 ; Christmas Pageant, '38 ; Andover Dance, '38. 





MARY HARRIET WORTHEN 
51 Monadnock Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’38; Exeter Dance, ’38; 
Business Board Splinters, ’38 ; Christmas Pageant, ’38. 



GENE YOUNG 
207 Brewster Road 
Scarsdale, New York 

Kava Club ; Senior Prom, ’38 ; Business Board 
Splinters, ’38; Christmas Pageant, ’38; Baseball, ’38; 
2nd Basketball, ’38; Usher at Operetta, ’3S. 
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CLASS PROPHECY 

I was really most annoyed at not being recognized, most annoyed, and 
perhaps just a trifle hurt. Our twentieth reunion — but after all, I was only 
thirty-eight. We had wanted to go to Rogers Hall together, and had, after mueh 
corresponding and wild telephoning (for we were exactly like any reunion class) 
decided to meet in Boston, at the North Station, at twelve o’cloek noon, on June 
eighteenth, nineteen hundred and fifty-eight. And here I was, with my class- 
mates milling around, waiting for me to eome. 

Lucy Wheeler had been the first to arrive, Lucy, the doting mama, with a 
batch of little children in pigtails and Breton sailors. She set them all down in 
a row. “Cod Liver Oil time, children,” said Lucy, efficiently unscrewing the 
bottle. 

“But Ma — ,” began one of the little boys. 

“Ah, ah, ah, darlings,” said Lucy, “are we forgetting what daddy said 
about contradicting. ' Are we? Oh, look, children, there’s mother’s old friend, 
Bettie Ellis! Remember, children? She’s the one who married a soldier. Hello, 
Bettie ! My dear, you look absolutely the best I’ve ever seen you ! The children 
are so anxious to hear about the soldiers!” 

“Well,” said Bettie, standing at attention to show the children what was 
what in the army, “it was Spring. Spring at West Point, and — well, we just 
deeided there was no time like the present. And we had the most thrilling ride 
home — on the Army mule ! With swords clashing ! It was too romantie ! ” 

“Aw, stuff!” said Luey’s little contradictor. 

“Ah, ah, ah,” said Luey, “remember what Daddy .... good heavens, 
Bettie, who is that woman ? It ean’t be — ” 



SENIOR EVENTS 


13 


‘ ‘ Who ? ” said Bettie. 

“Joan Waterhouse! I haven’t seen her since she did Romeo and Juliet. 
Will you look ! Dark glasses and pants , just like Garbo. I can’t understand it !” 

“Helloooo,” said Joan, spying them through her incognito, and she strode 
across the station with her hands in her pockets. “Hello, is it really you? It’s 
more than I hoped for. Whose children are those? Aren’t they lovely !” 

“Do tell us about your career,” said Bettie. 

“Well, really, there’s not much to tell — Paris, London, New York — it 
speaks for itself, really.” 

“Look,” said Lucy again, “Diana Winston! She hasn’t changed at all, 
and oh, look, she has Nappy with her. Isn’t it cute?” 

“AVho is Nappy?” asked one of Lucy’s brood. 

“Ssh, dear, her Pekingese.” 

“Helloooo, Diana,” said Joan, “I read your novel — it was cpiite amusing, 
really!” 

“Oh, you old Joan Waterhouse,” said Diana. “Come out from behind 
those sun glasses ! ’ ’ 

“Gosh, do you mind if I do?” asked Joan, with obvious relief; “it’s such 
a strain to keep up to my public. ” 

“Well, you needn’t put on any stunts for us,” said Diana, unleashing the 
everlasting Nappy. “Where are the rest? Is that Barbara and Jean?” 

Barbara was giggling and Jean was pushing her along, clutching both 
their purses and Barbara’s hat. And wliat had they been doing with themselves 
since nineteen thirty-eight? “Oh, I dunno,” said Barbara. “Here, there, and 
everywhere. Jean’s always with me to see that I don’t get into trouble.” 

“Yes,” Jean chimed in, “I have to tell her what time to go to bed and 
what time to get up.” 

“But you don’t have to tell me what time to eat,” said Barbara. 

“Well, but what do you do, Barbara?” 

“I have travel tours . . . you know, Egypt- — sphinxes and stuff like 
that,” said Barbara. “And Jean ... is the manager. She helps us to catch 
the trains.” 

A great commotion at the door. AVho now ? Porters scurried about, and 
people looked. In walked a half-grown leopard, followed by Janet Church Buck, 
attired in a leopard coat, Cossack hat and high boots. She was furiously giving 
instructions to everyone, and talking baby -talk to Meme (that was the leopard). 
Meme apparently didn’t care to meet the members of the class of ’38, but Janet 
was insistent. “Don’t be afraid of Meme, girls,” she said, “He’s half tamed al- 
ready.” 

And just as the class of ’38 bent reasonably near the unappreciative Meme, 
who should come banging in but Mary Harriet AVorthen, followed by chauffeur, 
first maid, second maid and butler. 

“Well,” Barbara said, “look what Mary Harriet’s got! I knew someone 
in this class would marry money.” 
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SPLINTERS 


“But she didn’t, Barbara,” corrected Jean. “She designs houses. She 
has some blue prints, look ! ’ ’ 

“Lucy ordered a house,” explained Mary Harriet, unrolling the prints 
and getting down on her knees. 

“Did you put the breakfast room in?” asked Lucy. 

“I thought so, but when I looked for it it wasn’t there. I guess I’ll have 
to stick it in next to the playroom, ’ ’ Mary Harriet sighed. 

Now a funny little woman approached the group, looking as unconcerned 
as a May day. She wore a slouch hat and a far-too-long skirt, and seemed very 
preoccupied indeed. It was — but. of course, you know — it was Marianna 
Schaupp, still wearing the inevitable horn-rims, still smiling absently. 

“Hello,” said Marianna. 

“Why Marianna !” chorused the girls, and Diana said, “Well, Marianna, 
what have you been doing all this time?” and Joan, forgetting herself cried, 
“Gosh, I haven’t seen you in years!” 

“You haven’t?” asked Marianna. “That’s queer. I’ve seen you.” 

“Really?” said Joan, pleased by her popularity at the box-office. 

“One night I was doing a problem, and the number thirteen kept popping 
up. That was you — or was that Barbara? No, Barbara was number thirty- 
three, ’ ’ said Marianna. 

‘ ‘ She ’s cracked, ’ ’ whispered one of Lucy ’s little girls. 

“Ssh, dear, she’s a famous scientist. She wrote a book called ‘The Theory 
of the Fourth Wall’,” remonstrated Lucy. 

“What’s that?” demanded the little rebel. 

“Oh dear! Don’t ask Mother so many questions.” 

“Now who is missing?” broke in Janet at this point. 

“Gene Young,” someone said. 

“Here ah am,” said Gene, looking tremendously happy. “Ah had the 
most awful time ! Just as ah was leavin ’, the twins broke out with the measles, 
an’ then the cook left. Ah left a list of instructions a mile long for Reggie.” I 
might add that Gene had been the first one married and had received the loving 
cup. The twins were already a tradition with the class of ’38, and Gene made no 
bones about being very proud of them. 

“Heave ahead to starboard, ting-a-ling-a-ling ! Draw up the mizzen’, top 
the mains ’il!” yelled Mary Alice Bissell, charging into the station. “Hi, girls! 
Hi! Hi!” 

“She’s cracked, too,” said Lucy's youngest, disgustedly. 

“Not cracked, darling, just a little bit noisy. She married into the Navy,” 
said Lucy. 

“Where’s Forbsie?” demanded Mary Alice. “ITcavc ahead to star- 
board. ’ ’ 

“Jean Forbes,” said Marianna, looking vaguely around. “Yes — where 
is Jean Forbes?” 

“Not here yet, but here comes Roma Nickerson with little Evaliua hang- 
ing on her arm. ’ ’ Evalina was a pretty child, with big blue eyes and a huge pink 
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ribbon sitting on her blond curls. Lucy’s eldest fell violently in love with her 
on sight, while Lucy was telling Roma that she looked absolutely the best ever, 
and Roma was telling Lucy how dear Evalina was quite ill on the train. “Such 
a good little thing,” said Roma. “I never have any trouble with her!” 

Behind Roma came Sue Witbeck. 

“I hear she paints baby portraits,” whispered Mary Harriet, soto voice. 

“Lovely things, too,” seme one said. “One of her paintings wen the Amer- 
ican Academy award.” 

“Oh, indeed? I think I’ll have mine done,” exclaimed Joan. 

Biit Sue, meanwhile, was inspecting dear Evalina, thinking her a possible 
prospect. “Just the type,” she said. 

And then — “Heave ahead to starboard, here eomes Forbsie!” shouted 
Mary Alice, and the others craned their necks for the first glimpse of Miss Amer- 
ica, the all (or almost all) star Olympic champion. 

She seemed quite nonehalant — came in swinging a pair of skates, and her 
trainer followed with the boxing-gloves, just in case. “Ha, ha — ha, ha, ha, ho, 
ho, ho!” laughed Forbsie, and Mary Alice joined in until there was quite the 
usual din. 

Through this unseemly tumult penetrated the high voice of Angie Jacobs, 
who presently could be seen escorted by a multitude of boot-blaeks, porters 
and the station master, all singing the theme song from “The Vagabond King.” 
“Down with the tyranny of the capitalists!” shouted Angie, very much upset 
about things in general, “down with monopoly, the word that has disgraced our 
eountry! Let there be — ” suddenly Angie stopped, perceiving her class staring 
at her in astonishment. Angie had turned communistic ! “Down with- — ” began 
Angie, but was stopped by Ellen Blanchard, free lance photographer, who had 
tasted her first dish of fame by getting the first candid camera, shots of Admiral 
Byrd, returning from his fifth expedition to Antarctica. 

“Hold it!” cried Ellen flashing the bulb in Angie’s face. Angie didn’t 
seem to mind, though. 

“What paper are you going to put that in?” 

“Chieago Daily News,” snapped Ellen, removing the plate. 

“Fine,” said Angie, “Good for publicity. Down with — ” 

This time it was Eloise “Donald Duck” Dickey who interrupted Angie’s 
program. Eloise was greatly changed, greatly changed. A laee cap adorned her 
sweet head, a lavender skirt swished stiffly around her ankles. Ah, dear readers, 
you need not have expeeted to see Diekey the same carefree girl of her youth. 
She was now the thin, august head of the Oswald Seminary for Young Ladies, re- 
nowned below the Mason-Dixon line for its completeness of etiquette, its habit of 
turning out only the most upright of debutantes. Could it be anything else? 
Eloise didn’t eoinment, just sniffed disapprovingly. 

“We’re all here,” said Forbsie, “let’s go!” 

“No — there are only seventeen of us — there ought to be eighteen. Some- 
one is missing. Let me see — ” Ellen, the ever efficient, counted on her fingers. 
“Oh, I know — Ann Kremers.” 
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I clutched my traveling bag tightly. Oh, the chagrin of it ! I walked to- 
ward my graduated class — 

“Here I am,” 1 said, as blithely as possible. 

“Hello, Ann,” chorused the seventeen, all smiles. 

“How are you?” asked Lucy, politely. 

“What are you doing now?” asked Barbara. 

“I?” I said haughtily, raising my eyebrows — pause — “1 am the Presi- 
dent of the United States ! ’ ’ 

“She’s cracked!” said Lucy’s second to eldest. 

“Yes, dear,” answered Lucy. 

j. M.— J. W A. K. 


SENIORS— DEDICATED TO YOU 


Ellen Blanchard 

Gene Young 

Joan Waterhouse 

Diana Winston 

Jean Forbes 

Eloise Dickey 

Barbara Marden 

Janet Church 

Ann Kremers 

Mary Alice Bissell 

Jean McGay 

Sue Witbeck 

Roma Nickerson 

Lucy Wheeler 

Marianna Schaupp 

Mary Harriet Worthen 

Angie Jacobs 

Bettie Ellis 


On the Sentimental Side 

Love Walked In 

You Couldn’t Be Cuter 

Down With Love 

Mania, That Moon Is Here Again 

A Sentimental Gentleman from Georgia 

Gee, But You’re Swell 

I Can’t Get Started 

Goodnight, Angel 

Night and Day 

The Loveliness of You 

There’s a Lull in my Life 

Plow’d You Like to Love Me 

You’re an Education 

Moanin’ in the Morning 

Takes Two to Make a Bargain 

I Double Dare You 

My Heart Is Taking Lessons 

M. A. B.— B. E. 


8 

SENIOR ACTIVITIES 

Ileigh Ho! for the Hartshorne House where Jean McGav and Lucy 
Wheeler gave us a lovely tea one fine May day. The sun was shining on the blue 
lake outside, and everything was most delightful, particularly the refreshments, 
which included a two-pound box of chocolates. Mrs. Wheeler was ever so jolly, 
and our only regret was that Mrs. McGay was unable to attend. 

Everyone was so nice to us! Madame Amstel entertained us royally at 
tea, also, and heaven forbid ! we ate even more this time than the first. And 
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Monsieur was there to read us several stories which he wrote, and afterward to 
give us a taste of opera by playing some of his records. Oh, it was a wonderful 
party, and we thank the Amstels from the bottom of our full little tummies ! 

And then ! — the Senior dinner at the Buttercup Tea Room, a most ap- 
petizing atmosphere. It was such fun! We all sat at a long table, headed by 
Mrs. McGay (this was her first party after her illness). Amid mueh hooting 
and giggling each senior read the lines on her traditional place card, and then 
settled down to the pleasantries of steak and Freneh fried potatoes. We sang, and 
laughed, and joked, and oh dear ! it Avas over too soon ! 

What do you think? Barbara Harden had a dinner party without one 
single speck of ehocolate! Can you imagine? (Her mother planned the menu). 
We went formally, and very importantly, since the undergraduates were more 
than a trifle envious. After a swell time, as Barbara herself would say, we re- 
turned for the time-worn custom of throwing forget-me-nots over the railing in 
the front hall to our little friends, the freshmen, sophomores and juniors — and 
Billie Cutler. Many tears inspired by the songs, many sobs, because we knew we 
would never again have such an opportunity. Ah me! But we shall never for- 
get it ! 

OUR PLACE CARDS READ 

Mary Alice Btssell — Swimming pools and brown baeks 

Moon over Miami 
Roller eoasters and pop-eorn 
Sailboats. 

Walpole and Millay 
California ’s sunny weather 
French doors and lilacs 
Red satin sandals. 

Twilight and quiet places 
Spindle-legged ehairs 
Narrow streets in the rain. 

Lazy days and countless books 
Festive evenings 

Hospitable porehes and mint juleps. 

Cheering stadiums and flying banners 
Red eheeks and fleeting skiis 
West Point cadets. 

Beaeh elubs and yellow roadsters 
Swift serves 
Silver cups. 


Ellen Blanchard — 


Janet Church — 


Elojse Dickey — 


Bettie Ellis — 


Jean Forbes — 
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Ann Lee Kremers — 

Colonial houses 

Old glass and china 

Ilia Claire and clever dialogue. 

Barbara Harden — 

Chocolate sodas 

Rhapsody in blue 

Plashing smile 

Artist’s palette. 

Jean McGay — 

Formal gardens in moonlight 

Scent of magnolia 

Proms and drifting melodies. 

Roma Nickerson — 

Daffodils in a blue bowl 

Gay chintz and ruffled curtains 

Patter of tiny feet. 

Marianna Schaupp — 

Dens with bear rugs 

Ready pen 

Subtle humor 

Well worn pages of a “New Yorker.” 

Lucy Wheeler — 

High clear notes 

Women’s clubs 

Bright flame of a candle 

Easy chairs in a spacious library. 

Diana Winston — 

Englishmen in smart tweeds 
Beethoven’s fifth symphony 

A polished desk and good books. 

Susan Witbeck — 

Sophisticated swing 

Eye shadow 

Golf courses. 

Joan Waterpiouse — , 

Long cars and big hats 
“ Yes” and “No” mittens 

The hum of the city. 

Mary Harriet Worthen- 

— Efficiently managed households 
Bridge clubs 

Tea at four. 

Gene Young — 

Proms and swaying rhythms 

White satin and accordion pleats 
Floating aroma of perfume. 


E. B.— E. D.— B. M. 
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THE CLASS VOTES 

Best natured 

Best dressed 

Best looking 

Most 'popular 

Most likely to succeed 

Most intelligent 

Most naive 

Most sophisticated 

Most athletic 

Cutest 

Cleverest 

Best Personality 


Barbara Harden 

-Jean Forbes 

Jean McGay 

..Joan Waterhouse 
Marianna Schaupp 

Jean McGay 

Roma Nickerson 

Sue Witbeck 

Jean Forbes 

Angie Jacobs 

Ann Kremers 

....Barbara Harden 
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CLASS WILL 

We, the Senior Class of 1938, sound in body if not in mind, being about to 
leave these fair columns forever, in order to 1) form more perfect future classes, 
2) insure the perpetration of some of our various and sundry graces and idio- 
svncracies, 3) provide the said above-mentioned future classes with something to 
try to live up to, and 4) because every other class has had a will and we guess we 
have to, too — do ordain and establish this our last will and testament : 

Ellen Blanchard leaves her musical ear to Ann Cutler. 

Bissv, her comic instincts to Julie. 

Janet Church, her shyness to Jane Wescott. 

Dickey, her accent to Emily Ann. 

Bettie Ellis, Chem. problems to College Prep juniors. 

Forbsie, her numerous cups to Marjorie Ann Proctor. 

Angie, her puppy-like ways to the dignified Sara. 

Ann Kremers leaves her gift for felicitous phrase (“ease in writing” to 
those whose vocabularies have not yet reached that point) to Nancy Lawder. 

Barbara Harden cannot part with her affinity for chocolate pudding. 

Jean McGay bestows her unruffled taciturnity upon the loquacious Polly. 

Roma leaA T es her big family to Charlotte. 

Marianna returns Johnny to the stag line. 

Joan AVaterhouse leaves her bluffing to Jane Boyer. 

Lucy, her moods to Jean Ford who has none. 

Sue, those “come-hither” eyes to Dot Young. 

Mary Harriet, her hair bows to Charlotte McDoAvell. 

Gene Young, her blindness to a bat. 

The fourth floor house leaves a broken-down soapdisli to next year’s in- 
habitants. 

And to future hordes of piano practicers goes the popular “GollyAvog’s 
Cakewalk. 

We hereby appoint William (Bill to you) as executor, and to this “enter- 
prise of great pith and moment,” we do cheerfully place our seal, on the sixth 
day of June in the year of our Lord nineteen hundred and thirty-eight. 

M. S.— D. W.— M. II. W. 



April 

7th — Here we are again — a clean slate and all that. Oh, those baby chicks! 
17th — How to Cultivate a Personality — a most practical and inspirational talk 
by charming Mrs. Gladys Beckett Jones, of the Garland School. 

23rd — Oh, that Andover Tea Dance! And very-well-acted “Cock Robin” after- 
ward. 


May 

/ 

1st — What interesting movies of quaint southern France shown by Monsieur 
Marcel, nephew of Madame Amstel. 

7th — The celebration of Miss Elizabeth Rogers’ birthday with a swimming meet 
(close but won by Kava), an alumnae basketball game (that slippery 
floor), and five innings of professional “looking” baseball (Kava was the 
victor here, too). 

9th — Joyous day — no school, in honor of Founder’s Day. 

15th — Nancy Lawder in difficult role of Jean Valjean, and Emily Ann Cowles 
as the bishop, ablj r assisted by other members of the Voice Training Class. 

21st — Scintillating music — soft lights, the scent of lilacs, and the flattering silver 
glow of the moon — the swish of evening dresses, and the sharp black and 
white clarity of a tuxedo — that was Senior Prom. 

27th — Club suppers! KAVA — for once, plenty for all — even seconds, and (some) 
thirds for those adept at wiggling their way to the frying-pan. A little 
token of fond esteem to Forbesy, our trusty president. CAE — the tradi- 
tional menu besides loads of delicious punch, cake, etc., at the Marden’s 
home. Then, the dramatic (?) presentation of the gift to Barbara, fol- 
lowed by excellent harmonizing. 

30th — Exams start. What’s 1066? 



KAVA BASEBALL TEAM 



CAE BASEBALL TEAM 






CAE TENNIS TEAM 


KAVA TENNIS TEAM 


KAVA SWIMMING TEAM 


CAE SWIMMING TEAM 
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June 


4th — An hilarious ride to Singing Beach, and FOOD ! Some brave souls into 
the briny deep, others clambering on the roeks. 

5th — Musieal farewell — light and airy folk-songs, Gilbert and Sullivan, as well 
as selections from Handel. Eneore for “The Three Little Maids.” Sher- 
bert and eakes for all. 


« 

BACCALAUREATE SUNDAY 

The Commencement activities for 1938 opened on Sunday, June fifth, with 
the annual Baeealaureate services at St. Anne's Church. The speaker. Reverend 
Dr. Francis Webster, whom we had the pleasure of hearing several years ago, 
again addressed the graduating class and members of the school, ehoosing as his 
text the saying “When the ship eaught and could not bear up with the wind, we 
let her drag.” He advised us to keep a strong faith in God, love our neighbors 
as ourselves, and meet the difficulties and sorrows which lie before us in life with 
serenity, confidence and courage. 


SENIOR LUNCHEON AND CLASS DAY EXERCISES 


On June sixth everyone at Rogers Hall, especially the seniors, was in a 
state of confusion. However, we collected our wits and with the faculty and 
parents proceeded to our designated plaees in the dining-room. With mueh 
amusement and more than a little embarrassment, the seniors read the clever 
rhymes written by an undergraduate committee and displayed the accompanying 
gifts. Great delight was expressed over the beautiful initialed compacts which 
were farewell presents from the undergraduates. 

After Mrs. MeGav’s humorous words, which caused mueh consternation 
among the fathers, and the thanks to various members of the gathering, we all 
went into the school-room for the long anticipated elass day exereises. 

Mrs. McGay awarded the athletic prizes and there was great exeitement 
upon the announcement of next year’s elub presidents — Connie Qua for Cae and 
Jeanne Wise for Kava. 


The following awards were then made : 

Cae Club — Hockey 
Kava Club — Basketball 
Kava Club — Swimming 
Kava Club — Baseball 
Cae Club — Riding 

Kava Club — Tennis won by Jean Forbes 
Kava Club — Badminton won by Ann Kremers 
Kava Club — Ping-pong won by Jean Forbes 

Posture Cup — Joan Waterhouse 
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R. H. Awards for achieving 45 
Cae 

Jean Ford 
Angie Jacobs 
Barbara Harden 
Charlotte McDowell 
Marjorie Ann Proctor 
Connie Qua 
Joan Waterhouse 
Sue Witbeck 


points or more : 

Kava 

Mary Alice Bissell 
Billie Cutler 
Bcttie Ellis 
Jean Forbes 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
Marianna Schaupp 
Jeanne Wise 


The seniors then took possession of the program, wherein the amusing 
prophecy, “Hall of Fame,” song for each senior, and the traditional class day 
will were read. (See Senior Section). As the mystifying and rather startling 
futures were revealed, smiles wreathed not only the seniors’ faces, but also those 
of the audience. 

And thus, with the singing of the Senior song, a close came to the exercises 
and our last moments of informality. 

J. M. 
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QUALITY STREET 

As the lights dimmed, the curtain was drawn on Barrie’s delightful com- 
edy Quality Street , in which the lives of Susan, Phoebe and the dashing Captain 
Brown are portrayed. It tells of the hope in Susan’s and Phoebe’s hearts that the 
latter will not be an old maid. Susan proudly admits to the three Turnballs 
that “V. B. ” will declare. However, not understanding the jovial sergeant ’s 
hints, the two arc left broken-hearted and poor when the captain announces his 
intention to go to war. During his ten years’ absence, the brave ladies teach 
school. On his return, Phoebe is swept away by her desire for a last fling at 
youth, and hence becomes two people at once — Livvy, her supposed niece, and 
herself. She is pretty and young, as Livvy, and attends the balls where Ensign 
Blades and Spice are her ardent admirers. Wishing to hurt Captain Brown, 
she coquettes with him. In due time, the secret is revealed to Brown who, instead 
of being angry, declares his love for Phoebe and hopes that she will become his 
bride. She, joyous, says that the “dictates of her heart enjoin her to accept his 
too flattering offer.” 

The Cast 


Susan Throssel 

Miss Willoughby 

Miss Fanny Willoughby 
Miss Henrietta Turnbull 

Phoebe Throssel 

Patty 

Recruiting Sergeant 

Valentine Brown 


..Ann Lee Kremers 

Jean Forbes 

...Roma Nickerson 

Susan Witbeck 

...Joan Waterhouse 
Mary Alice Bissell 
....Ellen Blanchard 
Billie Cutler 



SCENES FROM BARRIE’S “QUALITY STREET” 
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Isabella 

Arthur Wellesley Tomson 

William Smith 

Charlotte Parratt 

Ensign Blade 

Harriet 

Lieutenant Spicer 

An Old Soldier 

A Gallant 


Joanne Jordan 

Loris Niblo 

Louise Sargent 

..Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 

Ellen Blanchard 

Betty Woodruff 

Nancy Hope Lawder 

Lucy Wheeler 

Emily Ann Cowles 


Children of the School 
I Elizabeth Chapin 

Girls < Nancy Robertson Boys 

1 Elsa Walker 


Angie Jacobs 
Marianna Schaupp 

E. B. 


8 

COMMENCEMENT 

On June seventh, after the reception in the drawing-room, an excited 
group of girls — seniors for the last time — marched up the aisle of the gymnasium 
to the classic strains of “Pomp and Circumstance.” Led by the marshal, Jeanne 
Wise, they made an exceedingly lovely picture with their flowing pink dresses 
and bouquets of pink roses and delphinium. They were preceded by the marshals, 
Billie Cutler for Mrs. McGav, Charlotte Hood for the school, and Constance Qua 
for the faculty. 

After the prayer, the Reverend Ashley D. Leavitt, D. D., of the Harvard 
Church in Brookline, spoke, using as his subject “The Importance of Finding 
Yourself.” He stressed these three points; in life we are forced to play many 
character parts before finding the one which is ours ; therefore, we must not be 
discouraged if we do not know now what we want to do — we may find ourselves 
by the most unexpected methods. W e should not get too wrapped up in ourselves.^ 
It is a good idea to leave part of us on the “sideline” in order to judge our con- 
duct. Finally, we must not be afraid of mistakes and must speak our own piece 
and live our own lives. His speech was amusing as well as inspirational. 

Then, after a very short and humorous greeting, Mr. Grannis, President 
of the Board of Trustees, presented the diplomas. After these were given out, 
Jean McGay, President of the Senior Class, presented the gift of money, soon to 
be a new radio, to the school. This was graciously accepted in behalf of the 
undergraduates by Mrs. McGay, who also bade farewell to the seniors, assuring 
each and every one of them a most warm and hearty welcome whenever they 
might return. The prizes were then awarded and the school song was sung, 
bringing the Commencement exercises of 1938 to a glorious close. 

AWARDS AND DONORS 

The Underhill Honor — College 'Preparatory 
Jean McGay 


Olive 8 e wall Parsons Honor — Academic 
Jean Forbes 
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Helen Fairbanks Hill Award 
Billie Cutler 


Scholarship Honor List 

(Average of 85% and above throughout the year) 


Virginia Carman 
Elizabeth Chapin 
Billie Cutler 


Ruth Hine 
Polly Lodge 
Constance Qua 


PRIZES 

Athletic Cup 
Jean Eorbes 

Dramatics 

J O A N W A TERHOUSE 

Art 

Susan Witbeck 

M usic Appreciat ion 
Jean Forbes 

Splinters 

Essa y — M a rj a n na Sciia upp 
Poetry — Ellen Blanchard 
Short Story — Ann Lee Kremers 


S. G. 



g 

On May fifth, Mieaela Phelan was married to Mr. Francis M. Hickey, in 
Lynn, Mass. They are at home at 5 Everett Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 

On May fourteenth, Eleanor Pratt was married to Mr. Otis M. Humphrey 
at her home in Lowell. They will be at home on Beacon Hill in Boston. 

On June twenty-fifth, Peggy Clowe will be married to Mr. Frederick A. 
Wyatt, in Schenectady, New York. 

On June twenty-fifth, Eleanor Murphy will be married to Mr. Donald 
Walter Erion, in Nashua, New Hampshire, at St. Patrick’s Church, followed by 
a wedding breakfast at her home. 

On June twenty-fifth, Kathleen Haberle will be married to Mr. Alexander 
Roy Mackenzie in Schenectady, New York. Her maid-of-honor will be Mary Lee 
Bailliere, and among her eight bridesmaids will be Edna Collette, Frances Hill, 
Barbara Homer and Margery Fowler. Her honeymoon will be spent in Europe. 

The most recent announcements of engagements have been those of : Bar- 
bara Williams to Jack Sanden Atwood, of Bangor, Maine; Jean Cleaveland to 
Herbert P. Almgren, of Springfield, Mass. ; Alice Chase to John H. Gambs, of 
New York; Josephine Pratt to James Luinb, of Poughkeepsie, New York. 

Receiving their degrees from college this month are Mary Elizabeth Stev- 
ens, from Smith; Carol Proctor, from Wellesley; and Carol Nottage, from Rad- 
cliffe, with Magna Cum Laude. Carol has already been offered a position in the 
Harvard Observatory for the coming year. 

At present Elizabeth Small is working at the Congoleum-Nairn, Inc., in 
Kearney, New Jersey, and is attending the Drake Secretarial School at night. 
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Two births which were not recorded during the year were those of a 
daughter, Cynthia Ruth, to Ethel Shenton ITardy last July, and a third son, Ed- 
ward Stewart, to Shirley Flather Fleming, in January, 

Marjorie Lee stopped in for a short call one day this spring, and told us 
that she is enjoying a course at the Modern School of Applied Art in Boston, 

Virginia Baker has been studying voice this past winter at the New Eng- 
land Conservatory of Music. 

Founder’s Day was very successfully celebrated this year with a variety 
of sports. Before lunch, there was a Cae-Kava swimming meet, which was won 
by Kava. After the proverbial lunch of lobster salad and strawberries and ice- 
cream, we had a short alumnae meeting at which Mrs. McGav appealed to the 
alumnae for their loyal support and expressed her appreeiation for their con- 
tinued interest in the school. Then we had the pleasure of witnessing an im- 
promptu basketball game between the alumnae and the school which afforded 
much amusement for the spectators. (Courageous alumnae participants were 
Katherine Clapp, Mila Lewis Torrey, Dorothy and Mary Sargent, Barbara Buck- 
land, Louise Dancause, and subs — Catherine McQuade, Martha Walsh and Doris 
Lent Dunlop). After that there was a baseball game between Cae and Kava, so 
that the day was well occupied. We were especially pleased to welcome such an 
enthusiastic group of alumnae, among whom were the following: Julia Stevens, 
Dorothy Marden Fairbanks, Marjorie Willard, Olivia Drnry, Dorothy Drewson 
Puffer, Virginia Fnrbcr, Elizabeth Bowman, Mary Murphy, Marjorie Wadleigh 
Proctor, Nancy Lee Hatch, Martha Walsh, Helen Shannon Jones, Barbara Buck- 
land, Virginia Svenson Johnson, Dorothy Bramhall Waterhouse, Doris Jones 
Miller, Ruth Grant, Madelaine Fox Barrage, Mary Pride, Virginia Meyer, Nancy 
Dellinger, Peggy Freshman, Ethel Shenton Hardy, Catherine McQuade, Virginia 
Baker, Elizabeth Small, Betty Seekins, Dorothy Wadleigh Fox, Nancy Burke, 
Louise Dancause, Marjorie Robins, Betty Fowle Page, Joan and Ruth Grannis, 
Mary Benger Drowne, Shirley Flather Fleming, Dorothy and Mary Sargent, 
Katherine Clapp, Helen Whittet, Patty Mason, Doris Lent Dunlop, Martha Shep- 
pard Bartlett, Anne Keith Uhlenhaut, Marjorie Damon Smith, Mary Dewey 
Smith, Eleanor Smith, Annie Dewey Mann, Mila Lewis Torrey, Marjorie Multer 
Bacheller, Marguerite Young Boss, and the day before, Edna Collette and Jean 
Cleaveland, 
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Speaking of ‘Price 

8 

“THERE IS HARDLY ANYTHING IN 
THE WORLD THAT SOME MAN CAN- 
NOT MAKE A LITTLE WORSE AND 
SELL A LITTLE CHEAPER AND THE 
PEOPLE WHO CONSIDER PRICE ONLY 
ARE THIS MAN’S LAWFUL PREY” 

— Attributed to Ruskjn 

Speaking of Quality 
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Trustworthy Goods 
Character in Merchandise 
Low Prices for Quality 
Exactness of Statements 
Pleasant Personal Service 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


at 



^Merchandise of dMERIT Only 
LOWELL, MASS. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell ' s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson’s better fuels 
and better heating service. 


E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Tel. 4940 Tel. 135 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 


IV 


SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

% 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous lor 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 

Ask for Our Catalogue, “The Epicure” 
ires KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1300 

MAIL ORDERS WE SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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Lowell's Largest Furniture Store 


Prescott Street at Central 



u Say it with Flowers ” 

FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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Compliments of 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

MANUFACTURED ICE NATURAL 

• 

COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

TELEPHONES 791 - 792 



Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 


Compliments of 


G. H. HOBSON & SON 
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CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 
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PRINCE-COTTER 


Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 


104 Merrimack St. 


Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

A little shop with a sincere 
desire to serve you ” 


^Paiile Wood 

STUD FROCK 

A dress that won V 
go out of style . . . 
a classic , figure- 
flattering frock to 
wear anywhere . . 
just suit the fabri c 
to the occasion. 

$ 13.95 

2nd Floor 

CHERRY & 
WEBB’S 



W. E. PORTER 

Successor to John A. McEvoy 

OPTOMETRIST 

EYES EXAMINED GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

TELEPHONE 1798 


Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 
General Insurance 

45 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

Tel 144 
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ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI 


TEL. 


32 


MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE 


Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 


Established 1898 Telephone 2546 

Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds of 
Roofing Material 

147 Rock Street, Lowell, Mass. 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 


SEE 


The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 


BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

143 E. MERRIMACK STREET 

Tel. 4536 We Call and Deliver 


Official Launder ers and Dry Cleansers 

for 

ROGERS HALL 

g 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY 


PHONE 1026 


60 PUFFER ST., LOWELL 
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NINETY-EIGHT YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 
Greeting Cards 
Kodaks 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“0» the Sunny Side of Merrimack St.” 


W. J. HO ARE 

Sea Food of All Kinds 
in its Season 

Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

“ For Your Health's Sake 

Eat More Fish ” 


Compliments of 

Mechanics 
Savings Bank 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 



Now Distributed by the 
Oldest Food Store in 
Lowell 

T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

Page Catering Company 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

for 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

u 2> onded Qlean ing ’ 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 45.1 

Compliments of 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 
BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

“ Where School and Hotel Folks 

Gather ** 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

95 BRIDGE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


The Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 

All the newest and ?nost popular books in 
fiction and non-fiction 

at 

Compliments of 

DR. ¥M. R. PEPIN 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


LOWELL MASS 


Compliments of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

71 1 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Telephones; 893 — 894 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephone 6596-J 

81 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 

Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 

CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(De-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 

MRS. HYLAN’S CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 

Tel. 8313 24 Middle St. 

“ The Bread of Others is Sweet” 

STATIONERS 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Marden & Murphy 

— 

Commercial Specialists 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

15 Kearney Square 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mass. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

— 


Fine Cutlery 

l 

Qharles T. Marsden 

Fire Place Goods 

Electrical Contractor 

at 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

THE THOMPSON 

Specializing in Electric Light 

HARDWARE CO. 

and Power Installation 

Tel. 156—157 

Telephone 5708 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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Seeds and Garden Supplies 

Tools and Implements 

Economy Rug Works 

Builders’ Hardivare - Wallpaper 
and Paints 

Up-to-Date Cleaning and Repairing 

All Work Guaranteed 

BARTLETT & DOW CO. 


208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 

607 Middlesex Street - Lowell 855 


Derby Electric Motors Co. 

INC. 

ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES 
FIXTURES 

Construction and Supplies 

4044 Middle Street 
LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 
Phones 3096 and 3097 


Please Patronize 
Our Advertisers 


Compliments of 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 
& SON 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
Lowell, Mass. 
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It was one of those things from which New England is secure that literally 
blew us back' to school this year, sending lights and heat before us. But in spite 
of this unheard of dilemma we got off to a wonderful start, aided by glimmering 
candles and icy draughts. 

# # # # ^ 

We were amazed to find that those strange Caes-and-Kavas-to-be of initiation 
day could turn into such masterful players and rousing cheering sections in that 
memorable game which Kava almost won. And though we weren’t amazed we 
think the ease and excellence of those speeches at the banquet was something at 
which to marvel. 

=» * * * 

As we have always said there’s nothing quite like giving ourselves a boost, 
but have you noticed the intellectual and knowing looks of the International 
Relations Club ? And while we ’re doing a hit of back-slapping, may we add our 
most humble felicitations to those of the school in congratulating Betty Woodruff 
on the council presidency ? 


The celerity with which time flies has always been astonishing, but this year 
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more than ever — midst concerts, exhibitions and, of course, studies. Old Father 
Time seemed to bring Thanksgiving holidays on much sooner than usual. But 
perhaps you noticed it even more at the Andover Dance, that stupendous success 
of the 10th. 


But now the time has come to talk of many things, gay parties, red and green 
gifts, scents of pine, so we will close for the Christmas festivities by wishing you 
all a most Happy New Year ! 






literary M^hinis 
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EARTHBOUND 

When I go to Heaven 
I ’ll take along with me 
A glimpse of the rising sun 
Or the chant of the singing sea; 

A silver-throated thrush, 

Perhaps his clear sweet call, 

The dim and distant sound 
Of the gurgling waterfall ; 

Then a sun-kissed dusty road 
Or a cool fresh breeze of the West, 
The whistling song of the trees 
As the woodland goes to rest. 


Elizabeth Chapin, ’40 
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HIS NIGIIT 


Soft! 

There is a sweetness in the air 
Like angels’ breath ; 

And through the cold blue and silent night 

Come glad clear notes 

Calling Peace ! Love ! Beauty ! 

For Christ is born. 

Jane Wescott, ’39 
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THE LURE OF THE WEST 

Beyond the blue horizon — ever so far beyond — lies a country of infinite charm 
and irresistible attraction. In this western world extending far past the 
boundaries of the “Father of the Waters,” the spirit of progress and pioneering 
still lives in the hearts of its inhabitants. There are among them yet those who 
remember the heartbreaks and hardships over which they triumphed to attain 
their much sought for dreams. The wonders that even now cause visitors to gasp 
and stand in awe must have seemed gratifying and inspiring to many weary, 
footsore adventurers in the days of the early West. 

Now, after years of comparatively short duration, the once wild, uncivilized 
West has changed from, a land which accepted only the “survival of the fittest,” 
to a land of beauty, plenteous resources and happiness for all. Through the 
efforts of far-seeing railroad men, it is possible to close one’s eyes on acres and 
acres of golden corn fields stretching away for miles over gently rolling hills and 
open them next morning to behold a wide, majestic range of snow-capped 
mountains rising from the purple mist of a new-born day. 

Burning deserts, snow-clad mountains, fertile plains, imperial forests of 
gigantic trees ; parks wherein Mother Nature has assembled her most magnificent 
spectacles ; the inevitable fascination of Indian battle-fields and forsaken villages 
scattered at random, reeking with former romance and tragedy ; and latest, dude 
ranches, which inspire Easterners who would become an Annie Oakley or a Jesse 
James — all these and more serve to arouse the spirit of the adventurer who has 
never been West and haunt the mind of him enriched by such experiences. 

Betty Woodruff, ’39 
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THE CANDLE 

Five o'clock — the chimes of Trinity Church marked the hour of the blessed 
Christmas Eve. The organist was playing the strains of some Christmas carol. 
The clear notes rang out, breaking the perpetual din of the city’s noises. Cops 
whistled. Cars honked. People bustled in and out of the whirling doors of the 
fashionable shops, their arms burdened with packages and worried looks on their 
faces. This was Christmas Eve. Last minute shoppers pushed their way 
through crowds of people, buying useless things wondering if perhaps this person 
or that might possibly be able to use them. 

I hurried on across the Public Garden and finally up Beacon Hill. The 
noise grew dimmer. A light snow was beginning to fall. The rays of the street 
lamps shone upon the feathery flakes dancing in the air, until at last they rested 
on some spot to weave the frosty veil that covered the earth. I passed quaint 
shops whose frost-paned windows revealed all kinds of curious articles. The old 
houses were decorated with garlands of laurel. The curtains were pulled back 
from the lighted windows so that I could look in. The hill was quite steep and the 
walking was slippery. As I reached the crest of the hill, I stopped a minute to 
look back down across the Common to the busy streets beyond. A group of gay 
young carolers passed me, singing joyfully. The glow of the candles from the 
houses made fantastic patterns on the snow. 

I turned to go on and before me stretched a different world. Gone were the 
lights so brilliant. It was only a street bordered by the fronts of houses — 
handsome in their day — but tenements now. I turned down Joy Street as I had 
a small errand to do in one of those old shops. Women with shawls wrapped 
around their heads brushed by me. I peered into the different stores. The 
second-hand bookshop, the Jewish market, the dark alleys, a dirty cafe, and the 
lovely old doors — weather-beaten and unpainted — all added to the dismal 
atmosphere of the street. A pungent sniff of garlic tickled my nose. It was 
snowing quite hard now. One market was brightly lighted. Geese were hanging- 
in the windows; long loaves of bread and many kinds of moldy cheeses lay on the 
shelves. When I stopped to look into this market, a bent-over old woman came 
trudging along the street. As she drew nearer, I saw that she clutched in her 
hands a very large white candle. She -raised her head and by the glow of the 
street lamp I looked upon the most beautiful countenance. Her face shone as if 
lit by some wonderful inner glory. Suddenly she slipped and though I put out 
my hand to catch her, the candle fell into the snow. Quickly I stooped to pick it 
up. Her face twitched and tears of gratitude came to her eyes when I placed it 
back in her hands. Her face beamed and in a clear voice she spoke. “I couldn’t 
sleep to-night if I didn’t have my candle to light the Christ Child on His way.” 
She smiled and went on. I stood watching her and suddenly a feeling of great 
joy swept over me. 

That was many years ago, but every year as I light my Christmas candles, 
her blessing seems to come to me anew. 


Elizabeth Chapin, ’40 
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LUX ET VERITAS 

From the stately gray of the spire pealecl forth nine clear, silvery notes into 
the fresh green of that May morning. Just ahead the street curved into the 
parkway where the new gymnasium rose, majestic and still. 

The bent figure of a man stood and gazed for a while on its Gothic structure 
and then, with a resolute sigh, turned and went down the street to Morv’s. 

Over his coffee Dr. Stanhope thought of today and of the years lie had spent 
waiting for it. With a bitter smile and a despairing shrug, he turned back, in 
his mind, the rusty wheels of time. It was forty-five years ago today that he had 
performed his first operation and today his son was to do the same. Ken had not 
told him about it; but at the medical meeting the other night old Cook had slapped 
him on the back and congratulated him on his son’s good luck in having the 
chance to do this operation. 

So, this morning he had gone down to the Institute to take Ken to breakfast 
and then to stand by through his long and delicate task. 

But somehow Ken had seemed rather abrupt and had lacked his usual 
straight-forward manner. Instead of accepting his father’s invitation for 
breakfast, he had sent him off with a curt reply, saying he had some calls to make 
before going up to surgery. And as his father turned to go he’d added that he 
would rather he did not stand b}% but that he sit with the students. 

And so on this glorious morning old Dr. S-tanhope sat, a lonely, broken-down 
old man. No longer did the nurses rise with that quick, white rustle to do his 
bidding; no more did he enter the clean, bare surgery. It had been more than 
five years since he had even lectured before the students. It was no longer “Dr. 
Stanhope,” but “Young Dr. Ken,” the pride and hope of Yale. 

Unconsciously he looked at the gold watch, worn thin wdth the hard use of 
many years. It was time to leave. Should he go, or not? Would or wouldn’t 
Ken miss him? Could he bear to watch, as an ordinary spectator, this first 
important operation his son was about to perform? Was the expense of the past 
years worth having Ken no longer dependent on him? 

As he debated he slowly turned his steps towards the Elm Street trolley. 
Fifteen minutes later he had entered the private pavilion and was being taken up 
to the fourth floor. 

Quietly and unpretentious^ he took his place among the students. The 
patient was wheeled in and with movements at first slow and unsteady, but then 
swift and sure, Ken performed his task. 

It was over — as Ken peeled off his gloves, he looked up and smiled. He 
seemed to say, “Thank you. I needed you here, but I couldn’t have you stand 
by. I might have lost — but we’ve won!” — We’ve won. It was a glorious day ! 


Sara Goff, ’39 
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L’EGLISE DE STE. ANNE 

Merry sleigh be! Is rang out through the cold clear air of a late March night 
in 1886 as Pierre Duval and Marie Blanchette rode homeward to the little town 
of Ste. Anne des Monts. They were returning from a party celebrating their 
last night before they should become man and wife. The winter is hard and long 
in the Gaspe and even though the next day was Easter Sunday, the snow lay 
thick and the wind was biting. 

As the horse trotted down the main street of the tiny village, Pierre suddenly 
shouted, “Look, Marie, the Church!” Marie turned her head and beheld a 
terrible spectacle. The newly finished granite church was a mass of towering flames 
and the huge gray outlines of the Avails stood silhouetted against the orange back- 
ground. The fine edifice had recently been completed after years of saving on 
the part of the impoverished fishermen for miles around and even now the debt 
Avas not completely paid. 

To the French Canadian his church is eA'ery thing. It is the only object of 
beauty and peace in his drab life. His entire existence from the time of his 
christening until his requiem is centered around the church. The A'illagers stood 
surrounding the conflagration, the Avomen sobbing and the men’s faces grim. 

The next morning as the sun’s rays shone on the black and smoking ruins of 
the enormous building, Pierre called on Marie to discuss their disrupted plans. 
They both realized that uoav they could not be married for a long time as it would 
take eA r ery spare penny for many years before the mortgage on the charred ruins 
could be paid off and a ucav church started. Of course it would be possible to get 
married in a neighboring t-OAvn, but as they were to haA'e been the very first couple 
to be married in the new church, it Avould have been tempting fate to defy the 
unlucky omen of the fire the night before their marriage. 

Marie accepted the position of a school -mistress in the little A'illage school, 
while Pierre helped his father on his fishing trips out into the St. Lawrence. 

Many years passed. Marie’s hair was turning gray and Pierre’s hands Avere 
rough from hauling in the icy nets, when the village priest announced the glad 
news that at last the mortgage Avas completely paid leaving enough in the coffers 
to start building a new church. Great A\ T as the joy in Ste. Anne des Monts as 
for twenty odd years the villagers had been holding their church services in an 
old barn. 

Merry sleighbells rang out through the cold clear air of a late March night 
in 1908 as Pierre Duval and Marie Blanchette rode homeward to the little tOAvn 
of Ste. Anne des Monts. They were returning from a party celebrating their 
last night before they should become man and wife. The winter is hard and long 
in the Gaspe and even though the next day was Easter Sunday, the snow lay deep 
and the wind was biting. 

As the horse trotted down the main street of the tiny A'illage, Pierre and 
Marie fearfully glanced at a huge gray building, but Avith a satisfied sigh they 
beheld it, beautiful and dignified, glistening in the pale moonlight. 

Constance Qua, ’39 
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WE’RE OFF TO RALPH’S 

Ralph’s, an atmospheric rendezvous of actors, is always heavily populated 
after “first nights.” All actors momentarily unemployed or those with sup- 
porting parts in any of the season’s plays — or, as a matter of a fact, anyone who 
is connected with the theatre joins his fellowmen in beer and all-American 
spaghetti at Ralph’s. Frequently, the important star of one of Broadway’s 
“hits” drops in for a chat with the rather artistic owner. A naive passerby not 
knowing the secrets behind the stage-door would think — and I hardly blame him 
— that it was just one more of Forty Second Street’s cheap cafes. 

To me the most thrilling and glamorous spot in New York is Ralph’s after 
the opening of a play. Unique but small, smoky and crowded — everyone seems 
to know everyone else. It is such a friendly group, rather like one family, re- 
turned from their individual jobs, talking over each other’s past, present, and 
future, as though defending themselves from the rest of the world. And then, 
midnight strikes ! Conversation completely ceases. On goes the radio. For a 
few minutes all wait; some in anxious anticipation for others there, some 
nervously clamping their head in their hands! Do you know why? Because 
Bide Dudley, one of New York’s best dramatic critics, decides the fate of those 
actors and actresses over a microphone in fifteen minutes. He reviews shows 
three hours after the}’ have opened. Before you can snap your fingers he can 
make or break a play. 

If this man reports a success, as he did after the premier of “A Doll’s 
House,” a muffled roar of excitement spreads through the crowd. Those who 
are in the cast are rewarded by another dish of all-American spaghetti “on the 
house !” One who has only a walk-on gets a good heavy pat on the back from his 
associates (who include all present) as though he had “made” the show. In 
fact, he did help make it. On the other hand, if the play is a “flop” and receives 
a terrific “panning,” a short, uncertain silence is followed by optimistic remarks 
to those who had a part in it, such as : “Cheer up old man, it’s good experience,” 
or “Don’t forget Cheryl Crawford is casting next week, might be a part for 
you.” Some take the report bravely, others go to pieces, and you can easily 
understand why. After all, it’s their bread and butter — they live on the stage 
(perhaps, mostly, off the stage). When actors have been rehearsing for eight 
weeks at twenty dollars per week, barely getting along, and then, as soon as the 
box office opens, it closes — they are lost. However, they love the theatre and 
they stick to it — trying and trying — a few of these ambitious ones do get some- 
where in the end, too. 

At one-thirty in the morning Ralph begins to clean up. There is no trace 
of the guests except a few torn and rumpled play-bills. Until tomorrow evening 
at twelve . . . 



Nancy Lawdek, ’89 
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DARK DAY 

A sea with tint of grayish blue, 

A cloudy sky of dusky hue ; 

A chilly wind and storm on high, 

A heron swooping through the sky — 

The darkness of this dreary day 
Has never really blown away. 

Elsa Walker, ’40 
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THE RUNAWAY 

The first inkling I had that the horse was out of my control came when I 
heard the loud hoofbeats pounding the earth with ever-increasing speed. I pulled 
up the curb and tugged at the reins with all my strength, but still they grew 
relentlessly faster. By this time I was fully aware that I had no control over 
this powerful beast whose thundering feet had now reached a crescendo. I rose 
in the stirrups, throwing my whole body back to get full advantage of every 
muscle, and felt the wind rushing by in great gusts. But still the muscular legs 
pumped up and down in the same rhythm. As a last resort I sawed frantically 
on the reins, twisting the wild-eyed head back and forth, but not having the least 
effect on the pounding feet. 

So we raced on for nearly a mile before I heard a gradual change in that 
everlasting, intolerable rhythm. Slowly but surely the hoofs struck the ground 
at longer intervals and after what seemed an eternity, the horse stopped stock 
still, snorting and quivering all over. 

Constance Qua, ’39 


3 

WINTER 

We have sinned greatly, Lord, 1 know, 

So thou hast sent to us the snow 
To purify the world once more 
And make it as it was of yore. 

In winter time thou cam’st to earth 
And sanctified it by thy birth, 

And thus the snow prepares the way 
For thy Advent on Christmas Day. 

Adelaide Richter, ’40 


10 


MY CREED 

To be able to obey my conscience at all times and thus be wholly at peace — 
this is my wish. I want always to have the will power to put aside biased and 
inconsequential opinion which so frequently masters me, and become the disciple 
of that celestial omnipotence which never fails or deceives. I want also to be, 
in my own small way, not unlike the man of whom Emerson spoke when he said : 
“but the great man is he who, in the midst of the crowd, keeps with perfect 
sweetness the independence of solitude’ 7 : for the twin brother of conscience is 
the ability to stand by your convictions and ideals and not be unduly swayed by 
good arguers or talkers. It matters not to me if no one shall be thrilled by my 
accomplishments because “mv life is for itself and not for a spectacle.” 

Charlotte McDowell, ’39 
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THE LEGEND OF SACHEM’S HEAD 

The whoops of the glistening Indians, maddened by the sight and smell of 
blood, rose to a frightful din. Tomahawks rose and sank deep into a feathered 
head or painted back, while arrows tiew in all directions. Sachem with his small 
band of braves, although pitifully outnumbered, fought bravely. 

Soon, however, realizing that he was defeated and alone, Sachem turned and 
fled from the stained sands, followed by a screeching horde of the battle-crazed 
enemy. An arrow sang by his ear, but on he ran. Once he turned and threw his 
gorgeously decorated tomahawk ; a scream told him he had not missed. In doing 
this he lost his direction and ran blindly. He came to a small channel which he 
swam. Climbing up dripping and breathless on the opposite side, he saw that he 
could go no farther. There before him lay the vast expanse of sea. He turned, 
head bowed, and stood motionless. 

That evening the sun, a flaming red ball, set upon a strange sight. A string 
of tiny canoes, from which emerged weird cries, and the thud, thud, thud of 
tom-toms, set forth from the shore. In the foremost canoe, held aloft on a pole, 
was a staring, dripping skull whose glassy eyes seemed to laugh outright. The 
small procession halted at a long, tiny island of solid rock upon which was a huge 
boulder. Sachem’s head was ceremoniously placed beside this and with a 
thunderous crash, the bolder was rolled over. There it stands to this day, the 
culmination of a tragic battle. 


Carolyn Minor, ’40 
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HAPPY LAND 

On the shores of Lake Pasquanev, 

Where the spruce and pine-trees whisper, 
Lies Camp Onaway, pleasant playground, 
Onaway, the land of laughter ! 

When the bugle blows each morning, 
When the sun peeps through the foliage 
Of the treetops, campers waken ; 

Waken by the sun’s first kisses, 

Dreaming still of days behind them, 

Of the pleasant days before them ; 

Waken, stretch themselves and smiling 
Greet the sun, and greet the morning. 

Many are the joys and pleasures 
In Camp Onaway during daytime; 
Though the best to be remembered 
Are the evenings’ gatherings outside. 
Onaway, 0 land of sweet dreams ! 
Onaway, 0 land of laughter, 

With thy pleasant evening hours, 

Ne’er to be forgotten hours, 

’Neath the twinkling stars that glitter 
In the crystal lake’s clear water! 

On a rock enjoying breezes 
Filled with balsam of the fir-trees, 
Campers sing with hearts contented, 

Sing their songs near campfires burning, 
Sing and after singing listen 
To the rustling of the tree-tops ; 

To the rippling of the water ; 

To the croaking of the bull frogs, 

Always lively during summer. 

Laughing rings o’er hill and dale, 

Like ripples on a silver scale, 

From the campers in Camp Onaway 
On the shores of Lake Pasquanev. 


Elsa Walker, ’40 
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CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 

The wind howled its carols around the building tops. Snowflakes raced 
toward the ground, landing on hats, coats, and bundles of the hurrying crowd. 
One tiny flake clung to the lapel of a well-dressed man, then disappeared. This 
middle-aged man took no notice of the snowflakes, or the wind; he just stood 
resting on his cane, admiring a mince pie in the baker’s window. 

A few seconds later, although lie still left his eyes on the pie, his mind 
wandered. This was Christmas Eve ! Why wasn ’t he pushing through a mob 
somewhere trying to buy last minute presents? He had bought several things, 
which he now had in his arms. Who could he give them to ? His feeble effort to 
catch the Christmas spirit had failed. His business associates, who clapped for 
his speeches, his clients, who begged for his help and advice, his servants, who 
overpowered him with attention, his friends, who were not real friends — all these 
were preparing for Christmas, while he stood alone and long in front of a bakery 
window. Was that a melted snowflake or a tear running down his cheek? 

Someone bumped against his arm. After fumbling with hist cane to regain 
his balance, he turned and saw a young chap of twenty gazing in the window. 
The young boy did not see the pie or anything else that would tempt most people. 
He just rubbed his bare hands and wondered what he would do with the dollar 
he had. Now if he had five dollars, he could buy a new sweater and then give the 
warm one he had on to his kid brother. His glance roamed over the elderly man 
beside him. That guy had money — look at how fat he was from overeating. He 
wasn’t shivering, he had plenty on. Them guys had it easy. All the hard work 
was done for ’em. Christmas — they had parties, celebrations and stuff, while he 
just went to Ben’s Spot. Those guys ought to be shot. The young boy was not 
surprised when the man spoke to him. Why should he be? Wasn’t he himself 
just as good, only without the “jack”? 

“Young boy, would you be interested in this twenty-dollar bill?” 

The boy looked at the bill suspiciously. “What ’ave I gotta do?” 

“Just buy something for yourself,” was the reply. 

After a moment’s hesitation, the boy grabbed the bill; after all, if the old 
guy was nuts, a lot of fun could be had with twenty berries ! 

While the middle-aged man was watching the crowd swallow up the boy and 
his twenty-dollar bill, a small voice spoke, “Pardon me.” A tubby old woman 
squeaked up to the window. Her cheeks were red from a combination of excite- 
ment and cold. Her lips had an upward curve, but her eyebrows puckered 
slightly as she tilted her head to one side. The pie cost probably more than she 
could pay, but— thirty-nine cents was all she had left. One of her many bundles 
slipped to the ground. That nice looking gentleman was picking it up for her. 

“ Oh ! Thank you, sir. ’ ’ 

He was a gentleman, he tipped his hat. We 1 1 . she would ask how much 
the pie was anyway. The children would be having most everything for 
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Christmas now — except for a tree. They did need clothes this year, but she had 
bought one toy apiece. After all, she hadn’t really wanted that new coat she had 
been saving for. 

A warm blast of air swept across the man’s face as the woman entered the 
bakery. He gave a heavy sigh and felt happy for the first time in many years. 
Nice old woman, one you’d want to tell your troubles to and find waiting at the 
door when you came home at night. He turned and pushed his way into the mob. 

Inside the shop, the woman looked distressed ; the pie was forty cents. As 
she turned to leave, the clerk motioned to her. “Say, lady, you’re going to lose 
all the money sticking out of that bundle, if you don ’t look out ! ’ ’ 

Louise Sargent, ’40 


§ 


TRIBULATIONS WITH THE PERFECT ANGEL 

Hello, Mrs. Thompson? This is ... . (Junior, don’t disturb Mother while 

she’s talking on the telephone) This is Mrs. Macey. I’m having the 

(Junior, don’t bang so hard on the piano, Mother can’t hear) the meeting 

of the (run find the nice building set that Daddy gave you, dear) 

the bridge club at my house next (you can’t find the building set, dear? 

Well then, read the pretty book until Mother finishes talking) next Saturday 

and I’d love to have you (what, dear? Well, I don’t blame kitty for 

scratching you, stop pulling her tail) to have you come Well, that’s 

certainly too (Junior, take kitty off Mother’s lap) too bad 

Oh, Junior is fine yes, he’s (Junior, look w^hat kitty has 

done to Mother’s brand new pair of stockings) he’s a little dear and getting 

(Junior, get that cat out of here before Mother thrashes you within an 

inch of your life) yes, he’s getting enter every day — a perfect little angel. 

Ann - Louise Scarritt, ’39 
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EVENING 

The hush of the holy evening 
Is settling o’er tree and sod; 

Above on the sky’s great altar 
The candles are lit for God. 

My soul kneels down in awe, 0 Lord, 

Maker of earth and sea ; 

My only prayer to Thee is this — 

Be ever near to me. 

Adelaide Richter, ’40 




CRESCENDO 

Aside from the ceaseless “swish, swish” of the waves and the mournful 
droning of the fog horn from beyond the clinging dank mist, there is no sound. No 
chirp of cricket or scream of gull breaks the heavy still. From over a hill, cutting 
through the fog, lights flash and a car with early risers or late retirers hums by, 
and then all is once more as before. Suddenly something bobs into view through 
the mist and disappears as mysteriously, like a dream. Is it a dream? No — 
there it is again. It is Bill, the old hunchbacked fisherman, going to his bait 
traps. The oars knock in the locks as he continues his steady stroke. He appears 
every now and then, only to be swallowed up again by the fog. The fog horn 
howls and the oars rattle in the bottom of the boat as he pauses at a trap. A 
couple of eager little sunbeams play across the eastern horizon, while through the 
startled fog the retreating “knock-knock” of Bill’s oars is heard, growing fainter 
and fainter. The color in the eastern sky becomes stronger — purple, blue, orange, 
red — and in one great crescendo the fog rolls away, revealing the fiery ball of sun 
shining on a jeweled ocean. 


Carolyn Minor, ’40 


School Spates 


CLUB INITIATIONS 

After classes on October 19tli the gym was in cliaos. Hardhearted Caes 
and Kavas dragged poor bewildered victims to the different sessions of torture. 
Tender bare feet were made to walk across heaps of pebbly beans. Blind-folded 
beads were made to kiss the tioor and at the count of three were landed in a 
horrible concoction of flour and water — ugh ! With the cold slime still trickling 
over them, the poor things were threatened to be pushed into the swimming pool. 
Terrified, they landed in soft easy chairs only to be yanked by the arm and on 
to the next ordeal. Knees tingled as they bent to salaam the revenging Caes and 
Kavas, making sure their initiates suffered as they had in previous years. Such 
was the price of entering the respective clubs ! How they suffered — picket 
fences, rough pavements, et cetera swam before their eyes. However, they were 
filled with new vigor when, as a finale, they were asked to eat cream puffs and ice 
cream ! 


TWO ONE-ACT PLAYS 

The first plays of the season were a great success for all concerned. The 
more serious play of the two, Rosalind, by Barrie, was the initial performance. 
Pat Emison, as the dowdy and then beautiful heroine, more than satisfied us all. 
The character part was well taken care of by Helen Jopson and the MAN was 
Jane Wescott — very exciting, I assure you. The story of the woman, young on 
the stage, older in years, was unfamiliar to me, but enjoyed as I enjoy all Barrie. 
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Through the character of Rosalind we glimpse some very interesting philosophy : 
that which concerns “growing old gracefully.” However, despite philosophy, 
we were all tremendously pleased to see her transformed to the young and beauti- 
ful actress again. 

The second play, Sylvia’s Aunts, furnished the comedy of the evening 
and introduced the pertinent question of how college girls should treat two visit- 
ing aunts of a friend who wants to attend college ; one approves of play and the 
other of work. It is easily seen that when the girls get the aunts mixed up, 
rather disastrous events occur and provide plenty of chances for laughs. 

The Cast 

The Aunts Betty Woodruff 

Helen Jopson 

The Students Nancy Lawder 

Tish Payne 
Jean Ford 
Evelyn Porter 
Shirley Collette 
Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 
Jane We scott 

E. DEL C. 


8 

CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

On November sixteenth, amid the cheers and shouts of the cheering section, 
the teams took their respective places on the field, and, at the sound of the whistle, 
sprang into action. At the end of the half it looked as if the Cae Team would 
lose despite the good fight it was putting up, for Kava was leading, two to nothing. 
The last half the Caes took the lead in this swift-moving struggle for supremacy 
by scoring three goals to Kava’s one, making the score three to three. During the 
three five minute periods that followed, the only sound was the clicking of hockey 
sticks as the two .teams battled blindly. Suddenly the unnatural blanket of 
silence that enveloped everything was rent by cries of joy as the Cae Team broke 
through the Kava line to emerge the victor. 

That night two more Rogers Hall traditions were carried out : a formal 
banquet was held and the Hockey Cup was given to Cae Club who, as Connie 
Qua, their president said, had begun to regard it as their own. The two presi- 
dents, having been duly serenaded, made their respective speeches thanking Miss 
Breeden for her patience (which is iioav a school tradition) and Miss Bagster for 
the lovely meal (which had yet to make its appearance), but they carried them 
off in such a way as to have these particulars add to instead of detract from their 
orations. After the teams had been sung to, the whole school stood up and 



KAVA HOCKEY TEAM 
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serenaded Mrs. McGav who thanked the school again for her lovely song which 
was so beautifully Avritten by Elsa Walker. Then the Avhole school sang to Miss 
Breeden, Avho in her speech wisely omitted thanking the girls for their patience. 
Dinner being finished, the girls retired to the library Avhere they danced until 
the school bell reminded them that there were other things to do that evening. 

Teams 

Cae Kara 


J. Ford (Capt.) 

G. Fames 
N. Lavuler 
M. Cook 
D. Young 
C. Qua 

G. Brocklehurst 
C. McDowell 
B. Johnson (Mgr.) 

Subs 


P. Emison (Capt.) 
J. Cunningham 

A. Scarritt 
E. Chapin 
T. Payne 
P. Lodge 
Y. Carman 
C. Hood 

C. Minor (Mgr.) 

Subs 


B. Woodruff 
P. Langevin 
B. Jordan 


J. Wise 
L. Sargent 
E. Porter 


C. McD. 


8 

THE ANDOVER DANCE 

At last the great night! “Mary,” although she wouldn ’t admit it to any- 
one, Avas in a dither as she tripped doAvn the stairs, Avith her hair curled, polish 
on her fingernails, and a new evening dress. She found the concert unusually 
good, especially the three aecordians and the song with all the whistling. After- 
wards the girls all rushed back, hastily poAvclered their noses, and assembled in 
the library. “Mary” was awfully nervous until she had introduced her partner 
correctly, even to the pronouncing of his name, to Mrs. McGav. (By the AA ? ay, 
lie ivas nice ! ) 

Dinner Avas a great success, especially as there were no dead silences at 
“Mary’s” table. After another powdering of the nose, Avhile her partner had a 
smoke— lucky dog ! — they Avere off for the dance. The gym, Avhich was decorated 
in blue and white streamers, ballons, and Andover banners, really looked lovely. 
The orchestra was very good, and “Mary” Avas very sorry to have eleven o’clock 
roll around. When she finally tumbled into bed tired, with aching feet, but 
happy, she hoped that the other school dances Avould be half as much fun. 

P. L. 
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CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

Christmas Vespers of 1938 ! The school-room was alive with joyous voices 
harmonizing in “Hark! the Herald Angels Sing.” When the music had died 
down, all was still. The room was dark except for the glow of flickering candles 
which once again seemed to signify, “On earth peace, good will toward men,” 
thus creating a fitting atmosphere for the program to follow : 


Hark! the Herald Angels Sing School 

Bible Reading — Luke II Betty Woodruff 

Break Forth, Oh Beauteous Heavenly Light — Bach 

Ding ! Dong ! Merrily on High — Old English Glee Club 

His Night by Jane Wescott 

Christmas by Elsa Walker Read by Polly Lodge 

Joy to the World 

We Greet Thee, Heavenly Dove — German Carol Glee Club 

The Candle by Elizabeth Chapin 

Christmas Spirit by Louise Sargent Read by Jane Wescott 

Silent Night Glee Club 

Reading from “The Prophet” by Kahlil Gibran Patricia Emison 

Oh, Come All Ye Faithful School 

E. W. 


8 

WHY THE CHIMES RANG 

Dress rehearsal : Last changes of spots. Everybody dressed and in her 
place, or running around to tend to something (note: or just running around.) 
Chairs in a half set-up condition. Some loose wires not yet hidden. Christmas 
tree branches strewn over the floor. The coat-of-arms on the king’s back just 
painted and still damp. Places. And off in the back room the note E is sounded 
to start the carolers on “God Rest You, Merry Gentlemen” as the curtain opens. 

Now for the play: Holger (Nancy Lawder) and Steve (Shirley Collette) 
are considerably downcast because they can ’t go to the Christmas service at the 
Cathedral. But Uncle Bertel (Betty Woodruff) saves the situation by arriving 
to take them. Them? Alas, no. For just as they are about to leave, Holger sees 
the old woman (Jean Ford) who has stolen in for warmth and he feels he must 
stay with her. But he gets his reward, for he does see the vision of the Christ, 
and is himself responsible, with his pennies, for making the great chimes ring. 

In this last scene, the hut is transformed into a cathedral with candles and a 
beautiful stained glass window of the Madonna and Child. 

Another success, surely, and wo are ready to go happily home for Christmas. 
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The remainder of the cast was : 

The priest Helen Jopson 

Gift bearers Gwendolyn Eames 


Patricia Wilkins 
Betty Jordan 
Tish Payne 
Evelyn Porter 

The King Jane Wescott 

The Angel Patricia Emison 

E. DEL C. 
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ALSO ON THE CALENDAR 

September 

21st — Supposedly opening day of school, but one of those tropical hurricanes 
we ’ve heard so much about swept us off our feet. Some unlucky ones among us 
(or were they lucky?) spent the night “in the wilds of this wild countree” — 
for information, Betty Woodruff. 

24th — Ethel Barrymore in “White Oaks” did remarkably well. On the way 
home the girls gave varied impersonations of la Barrymore — need we say more ? 

25th — Rip out that handkerchief! “Marie Antoinette” inspires the tears 
to roll merrily along. Lovely but sad ! 

October 

1st — Dressed as popular songs, we glided along to some dreamy melody 
supplied by a real orchestra. Prizes were given to the Seven Dwarfs (very 
realistic) and to Alexander's Ragtime Band. 

2nd — Mrs. McGay spoke to the new girls about the background of the school 
and its founders, the Rogers sisters. 

9th — With attentive and approving ear we listened to Miss Tingley’s beauti- 
ful singing — we’ll be eagerly awaiting her next visit. 

15th — Army 13 — Harvard 7 ! Our good friends, the cadets, tore through 
the old red line ; not without some resistance, however. Back to school — hoarse 
and hungry. 

16th — After Mrs. McGay ’s inspiring talk on James Gordon Gilkev’s book 
we are all set for ‘ ‘ Mastering Life. ’ ’ 

21st — A Mexican orchestra at Andover showered forth with clicking castenets 
and beautiful senoritas — Quite different and quite good. 

23rd — Since we’ve seen the glorious movies Mr. Pote brought us of the 



SCENES FROM “WHY THE CHIMES RANG” and “SYLVIA’S AUNTS.” 
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White Mountains we’ve been anxious to learn tricky ski technique including the 
Christiana turn. “Miss California” was quite overcome by such a quantity of 
snow. 


November 

6th — The Salzburg Trapp Choir in an afternoon of music played on the 
block flute and sung in their native tongue. 

9th — With all of her usual vim and vigor, Miss Avery gave another of her 
inimitable talks on the current European situation. 

13th — That young maestro of the piano, Donald Currier, especially aroused 
our interest by playing so many pieces which were fond and familiar to us. 

20th — Mr. del Castillo, Elaine’s father, accompanied a wonderful baritone, 
Mr. William Elliott, on the piano. Did you notice how gracefully Mr. del Castillo’s 
fingers tapped the keys? 

23rd — Home, sweet home, and happy turkey! Or were you visiting? Foul- 
glorious days, but were we tired Monday ! 

30th — Fortunate humans who attend Ail Souls Church ! As a result of an- 
other of Mrs. Cozad’s delicious and delightful teas, we returned to school too 
full of food to enjoy dinner. 


December 

3rd — The flash of steel, breathless leaps in the air, snow here, there and 
everywhere — last, but not least, frozen toes ! All can be had at the International 
Ski Meet at the Boston Garden. 

4th — Again to Andover — this time to hear the famed Hampton Quartet sing 
“All God’s Chillun” and other negro spirituals. 

7th — We sailed to Japan with Miss Avery and were completely carried away. 

11th — We heard and saw Paderewski play in the “Moonlight Sonata” at the 
great Tower Theatre. His exquisite music helped us forget the acting — a good 
thing. 

16th — Christmas dinner with all the trimmings to the time of Nancy Robert- 
son’s lovely voice and the Glee Club. 


N. L. 



Listens in on the workings of the creative mind 

Brainstorm 

Thoughts whirled around my brain and twice I was sure the novel of the 
age was in the making, or that here, at last, was the poem the world had been 
waiting for. Slowly out of the muddle of ideas came one which seemed to have 
meaning and sense. ‘‘The moon shone in and a broad path of light fell across 
my bed, striking me full in the face” and all I could think of was “Gosh, but it 
hurt ! ’ ’ Consequently I was stuck. 

I began anew and once again I came to a standstill after struggling with 
“Middies to the right of us and middies to the left of us.” There didn’t seem 
to be anything to do with the midshipmen and anyway everyone had heard about 
my trip to Annapolis. 

As my attempts at prose had proved unsuccessful, T decided to turn to poetry. 
I was progressing nicely with 

Tall stately trees 
For centuries they stood 
Staunch, immovable — 

And then — then came the hurricane. 

Somewhere among the debris of that devastating hurricane lies my Pegasus. 
Poor Pegasus, may he rest in peace. 


C. H. 


24 


SPLINTERS 


Perches on the shoulder of one of our ardent football fans at the Harvard-Yale 
Game : 


Remarks Heard at a Football Game 

There goes the whistle — The stands break forth in a lusty yell — The game 
is on! — Catch it! — Come on now, let’s see you put this ball game down in His- 
tory — Don’t let them get you — No, the other way — Oh, they got him — Come 
on, get the lead out of your feet — I’m afraid this game is going to be dull — Why 
doesn’t somebody do something? — Come on, Harvard!! — All they do down there 
is first down, ten; second down, five; third down, four; fourth down, punt— 
Well, there’s the quarter, maybe they’ll get started now — 

2nd quarter : Oh, a fumble the first play — What’s the matter, Butter- 
fingers, can ’t you hang on to the ball ? — Look at that pass — You might know it, 
he missed — and only a minute and a half to play this half — Say, look at the 
opening those Harvard players made in the line — right through the middle — 
Don’t tell me — is it? — Oh! — Oh! — Whoopee — it’s a touchdown — (Sighs of 
relief) — That was a close call — Just at the end of the half — Did I say this game 
was going to be dull ? — -My mistake ! 

3rd quarter : Well, now maybe they’ll really get going — There goes the 
kickoff — Hey! They can’t do that! — Look at that Yale boj^ go — 40 yard line — 30 
— 20 — 15 — Say, that fellow is greased lightning — Ouch — Where did he come 
from ? — He certainly put force in that tackle — Whew ! — Just in time, too — Only 
6 more inches to go — Hold that line, Harvard ! — First down, no gain — Second 
down, oh, oh — he’s fading back for a pass — Look at that Harvard man break 
through the line — He certainly smeared him for a nice loss — They ’ll never make 
it now — No gain that time — Fourth down, I almost feel sorry for those poor 
fellows — It’s their last chance — if they don’t make it this time they never will 
— He’s going around the end — Get him! — He’s got! — Too bad — Hey, what’s 
that whistle for? — You might know it — Both sides off-side — Well, they’ve got 
one more chance — There he goes! — Uh! — You could almost feel him hit that 
brick wall — 'Well, you tried hard, Yale, but not hard enough — 

4th quarter: The score is 34-6 in favor of Harvard — What ? — only three 
more minutes to play? — How about making that score 40-6, Harvard? — oh, oh — 
Yale is on our 10 yard line — The fools, they’re trying a pass! — I knew it — A 
Harvard man intercepted it — He’s off ! — Yale might just as well sit down — they’ll 
never catch that fellow — He’s going places — I told you! The old “alma mater” 
has won ! 


E. A. C. 
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Without much literary talent but with good intentions steals Mr. Neal O’Hara’s 
stuff : 

My dear, jerk up a chair . . . I’ve heard tell that Jane Wescott has trans- 
ferred her affections from a naval academy to dear old Phillips Exeter . . . The 
name of whom is engraved on the desks, the bulletin board for Saturday nights, 
and the hearts of those at Rogers Plall ? I know, so does Carolyn . . . What have 
West Pointers got that Harvard men haven’t ? Uniforms. 0. K. Polly and Tat . . . 
Congratulations, Marty, on a rapid recovery . . . Who was the bright young thing 
who asked, “If a woman-hater is a misogynist what is a man-hater — or isn’t 
there any such thing?” . . . Janet Plollister is still trying to figure out why the 
lights would work in the Eastern Mass, bus and wouldn’t here at R. H. after the 
hurricane ! 

M. E. W. 
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Goes to Church of a Sunday morning: 

Down With Red Feathers 

There was something about this small atom of vitality that made me feel ex- 
tremely ill at ease. Perhaps if I had not been in church, which, everyone knows, 
is a place for absolute quiet and seriousness, the tantalizing spider on my right 
would not have affected me so spontaneously. 

As it happened, I glanced casually at the precarious red feather on Char- 
lotte’s hat and then immediately clapped my hand to my mouth as I tried to 
smother a violent burst of laughter at what I saw. What sent me into such 
spasms of mirth was a spider of infinitesimal size, perched nonchalantly on the 
very tip of the red feather. While watching its remarkable progress, I appeared 
outwardly calm (at least such were my best intentions) but inside, laughter 
shook my sides and threatened to burst forth at any moment. As I peered in- 
termittently to my right, Mr. Spider would drop down slowly on his fine web 
and dangle dangerously near Charlotte ’s nose ; then up again to the peak of his 
resting place. The repetition of this performance soon made me realize that I 
could no longer conquer a steadily growing desire to giggle at this ridiculously 
amusing spectacle. 

Just as our tiny intruder left his stylish perch for the sixth time, I deftly 
grabbed the “All Souls Calendar” and quickly and as inconspieulously as 
possible ended the adventurous career of the innocent culprit. Gently I moved 
my foot to where the dazed creature was still struggling on the floor and, putting 
an end to his misery, attentively raised my head in time to hear the minister 
say, ‘ ‘ Let us pray. ’ ’ 

Perhaps you can tell me — how was I to know what the sermon was about 
today ? 


B. W. 
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Shakes his wise old head sadly : 

Aftermath 

‘ * Did you have a good time ? ” “ How was Johnny ? ” “ Do tell me all about 
the prom at Yale ! ’ ’ 

Bewildering questions — one after another, confront the baggage-ladened 
traveler as she wearily staggers in the door. Doing her best to appear chipper 
and gay, she blithely replies to the eager inquiries of her friends. Then with 
various dainty morsels donated by thoughtful mother in one grimy hand ; a polo 
coat, not much worse, in spite of being dragged along the floor in the North 
Station, slung carelessly over an aching arm ; the precious pocket-book and a 
magazine clutched in the other hand, she trudges slowly up the endlessly long 
flight of stairs. Her suit-case'? Oh, yes! Stepping sprvly along behind our 
once ambitious adventurer, comes her roommate, or perhaps some other friend, 
with bulging luggage. While progressing up the carpeted mountain, “good 
deed Dottv’s” ears are alert for some bit of news or greeting from — oh well, 
you guess ! 

Ah ! home, sweet home again, thinks our prodigal daughter, as the door to 
her cosy, comfortable room is flung open. Now comes unpacking — willingly 
acknowledged a tedious task at any time, but tonight — -“When shall I reach the 
bottom of this bag?” 

Meanwhile the bell has rung, bringing peace and tranquility to the senses 
of the wanderer for the first time in many an hour. It is then that she is forced 
to face the menacing problem of “How can I possibly do all of my homework 
this evening?” There she sits, poor dear, at her desk, eyes heavy with sleep, 
trying in spite of tremendous odds to write, of all things, an English composition. 
Of course there is always Latin — but never mind, she can ask Mary about those 
sentences tomorrow. 

Finally the bell rings for “lights out.” The mere push of a finger on that 
little red button has renewed significance to her didl ears. As she tumbles thank- 
fully into bed, a series of strange gutteral sounds are emitted by the exhausted 
journeyer. She quickly falls into the all-embracing arms of Morpheus, her last 
thought being, “Gee! three weeks ’till I go home again.” 


B. W. 
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Births : 

On November 27th, a son, Frederick, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. Frederick H. 
Krick, (Elizabeth Hitchman), in Cleveland, Ohio. 

Marriages : 

On April 19th, Portia Prescott to Mr. Harold Leonard Keller in Providence, 
Rhode Island. They will live in Buenos Aires, South America. 

On June 25th, Theodate Kimball to Mr. James "W. Coughlin, in Portland, 
Maine. 

On June 25th, Susan Miller to Mr. William T. Dewey, in White River Junc- 
tion, Vermont. 

On July 7th, Alice Chase to Mr. John S. Gambe, in Geneva, Switzerland, 
where they will make their home. 

On July 22nd, Ardis Williams to Mr. Charles Edgar Hoyt, in Exeter, New 
Hampshire. 

On September 24th, Carol Proctor to Mr. John Kendrick Butler, in LoAvell. 
She was attended by her sister, Marjorie Ann, as maid-of-honor, and two of her 
bridesmaids were Harriet Qua and Priscilla Spalding. They will be at home in 
Johnson Acres, Andover, Massachusetts. 

On October 1st, Ruth French to Mr. Robert S. Mansfield, in Tewksbury, 
Massachusetts. They are living at 11 Appleby Road, Wellesley, Massachusetts. 

In October, Betty Barnes to Mr. Wilbur N. Carpenter, in Canajoharie, New 
York. They are at home at 19 William Street, Mount Vernon, New York. 




ALUMNAE NEWS 


29 


On October 8th, Josephine Pratt to Mr. James L. Lumb, in Highland, New 
York. They are living at 1 Park Avenue, Poughkeepsie, New York. 

On November 27th, Peggy Freshman to Mr. Maro Freese Hammond, in 
Boston. At present they are living at the Freese Farm, Gossville, New Hamp- 
shire. 

On November 25th, Marion Adams to Mr. Allen F. Ernst, in Boston, Massa- 
chusetts. They will live in Augusta, Maine. 

In December, Betty Greisen to Mr. Giesecke. They are living in Elizabeth, 
New Jersey. 


Engagements : 

Mable Sheldon to Mr. John S. Cary, of Schenectady, New York. 

Clarice Connelly to Mr. Van Holmgren Tanner, of Ogden, Utah. 

Dorothy Sargent to Dr. William C. Smedley, of Denver, Colorado. 
Elizabeth Warren to Mr. Dana A. Steele, of Daytona Beach, Florida and 
Tamworth, N. H. 

Barbara Trott to Mr. James 0. MaeMillin, of Arlington, Massachusetts. 
Elizabeth Hodskins to Mr. Charles Downton, of Springfield, Massachusetts. 
Eleanor Harris to Mr. Russell W. Richardson, of Andover, Massachusetts. 
Edna Collette to Mr. Marion V. Bailliere, II, of Hudson, Ohio. 

Jessie Archer to H. Eldon Randall, of Salem, Massachusetts. 

Priscilla Spaulding to Mr. Edmund Zacher, of West Hartford, Connecticut. 
Priscilla Robinson to Mr. Parker Dunlap, of Lowell, Massachusetts. 


The class of 1938 is represented at the following schools and colleges : Mary 
Alice Bissell, Bettie Ellis, Jean Forbes at Edgewood Park; Ellen Blanchard, 
Gene Young at Bradford; Jean McGay, Barbara Marden at Smith; Roma 
Nickerson at Colby Junior College; Lucy Wheeler at Pine Manor; Janet Church 
at Katharine Gibbs; Joan Waterhouse at Erskine; Ann Lee Kremers at Sweet 
Briar; Angie Jacobs at Finch; Diana Winston at University of Chicago; Mari- 
anna Schaupp at Northwestern University; Mary Harriet Worthen at Lowell 
Textile School. 

The Rogers Hall “relatives” at school this year are: Elizabeth Chapin, 
sister of Nancy Chapin! Shirley Collette, sister of Edna Collette; Betty DeVoe, 
sister of Dorothy DeVoe; Patricia Emison, sister of Beth Emison; Barbara 
Johnson, sister of Doris Johnson; Helen Jopson, daughter of Rachel Hoyer Jop- 
son; Joan Jordan, daughter of Lillis Towle Jordan; Jeanette Leach, cousin of 
Peggy Leavenworth Fay; Marjorie Ann Proctor, daughter of Marjorie Wadleigh 
Proctor and sister of Carol; Constance Qua, sister of Harriet Qua; Louise 
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Sargent, sister of Dorothy and Mary Sargent Ann Louise Scarritt, daughter of 
Louise Parker Scarritt ; Mary Louise and Anne Scribner, daughters of Marjorie 
Stover Scribner; Jane Wescott, daughter of Marjorie Wescott Freedman; 
Katharine Wood, daughter of Sue McEvoy Wood. 

Recent visitors at school have been Mary Alice Bissell, Jean Forbes, Angie 
Jacobs, Roma Nickerson, Dorothy DeYoe, Betty Barnard, Dorothy Clark; Gene 
Young, Edna Collette, Mary Lee Bailliere, Lucy Wheeler, Mary Elizabeth Stevens, 
Constance Winnette, Ruth Iligby, Virginia Fitz Taylor, Sue Witbeck. 

Alice Salford Milton has been elected president of the Worcester Junior 
League for the coming year. 

Marjorie Allis Streeter is chairman of the Junior League Ball in Springfield 
this month. 

Helen Whittet has returned to Marot Junior College to ‘ ‘ work in the library, 
help with riding, and do a little studjung on the side.” 

Ruth Higby is enjoying her work Avith F. Schumacher & Co., in New York, 
although she manages to get away noAv and then to visit her friends. 

Betty Pratt and June Cozad have joined the co-eds at the Lowell Textile 
School this fall. 

Lucy Wheeler has been elected vice-president of the entering class at Pine 
Manor. 

Ellen Richardson is taking a business course at the Lowell Commercial 
College. 

Early in January Eloise Dickey is sailing for France where she plans to 
study art and music in a school in Paris. 

Harriet Blaney is taking a one-year business course at Katharine Gibbs in 
Boston. 

Mary Kellogg Sherrill went over to England in the spring to attend the per- 
formance of her first play “ Seven for a Secret,” Avhich was played at the 
Birmingham Repertory Theatre during the Silver Jubilee celebration. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


LoweW s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Cl 

Ask them about Wilson 9 s better fuels 
and better heating service. 


E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Dial 6328 Dial 2-3891 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 

with 


DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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•Merchandise of MERIT only* 



dance if you go in a gown of celestial 
beauty from Bon Marche's Evening 
Shop! Compete with the glitter of the 
Milky Way in a white crepe frock 
sprinkled with multi-colored sequins... 
Outflash a flaming meteor in a deep 
rose Empire chiffon, or blend your 
personality with the mellowness of 
moonlight in a changeable taffeta 
"darling" $7.95 to $19.95 

THE EVENING SHOP — SECOND FLOOR 
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COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous for 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 

Ask for Our Catalogue, "The Epicure" 

.res KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1 300 

MAIL ORDERS W E SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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FOR “GIFTS” FOR ANY PURPOSE 
Try Our “NEW GIFT CENTER” 

GIFT SHOP (2nd Floor) 

Prescott Street at Central 



u Say it with Flowers” 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 917 
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Compliments of 

DANIEL GAGE. INC. 


MANUFACTURED 


ICE 


NATURAL 


COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

TELEPHONES 791 - 792 



Compliments of 


C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 
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CANDY • FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


CATERING ANYWHERE IN NEW ENGLAND 

At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

s 

PRINCE-COTTER 

Marden & Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

104 Merrimack St. 

15 Kearney Square 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

Fine Cutlery 

Fire Place Goods 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

at 

THE THOMPSON 

HARDWARE CO. 

“A little shop with a sincere 
desire to serve you 99 

Tel. 156—157 

W. E. PORTER 

Successor to John A . McEvoy 

OPTOMETRIST 

EYES EXAMINED .\ GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

TELEPHONE 1798 

Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 

Insurance Agency 

45 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

Tel 144 
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ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI 



MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 


BIRD 

NeponsCT 

PRODUCTS 



Established 1898 Telephone 2-4771 


Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE 
and METAL 


ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 
Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds 
of Roofing Material 
“ Approved Bird Roofer 
147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass* 


Compliments of 

'Vivian s Beauty Salon 

103 CENTRAL STREET 
3797 


Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 


CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(De-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 
MRS. HYLAN’S CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN'S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 

Tel. 8313 24 Middle St. 

“The Bread of Others is Sweet” 


Winchester Laundry 
60 PUFFER STREET 
1026 
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NINETY-NINE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St.” 

LULL & HARTFORD 

LOWELL HEADQUARTERS FOR 

SPORTING GOODS 

SINCE 1832 

SKIS and SKIING EQUIPMENT 

Sold and Serviced by Experts 

CLOTHING and UNIFORMS for 

ALL SPORTS 

34 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. 924 

f Ib irpsey??} 

You ll enjoy shopping 

Now Distributed by the 

Oldest Food Store in 

Lowell 

at 

Cherry 

& 

T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 

Webb’s 
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Bartlett & Dow Co. 

Compliments of 

Hardware Specialties 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 

Wall Paper Paint 

Wringer Rolls 

& SON 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

TELS. 1600-1601 

Lowell, Mass. 

208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

for 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

“Bonded Qleaning ’ 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 453 

Compliments of 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

FRESH FROSTED FOODS 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 


95 BRIDGE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


The Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 

All the newest and most popular books in 
fiction and non-fiction 

at 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 

LOWELL -------- MASS 

Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Compliments of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Telephones: 893 — 894 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephone 6596-J 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 


STATIONERS 

Compliments of 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

zJMlilady Beauty Salon 

PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

45 MERRIMACK STREET 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

5864 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Compliments of 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Middlesex Supply Co. 

104-110 MIDDLESEX STREET 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

532 MERRIMACK STREET 

Telephones 7050 - 6039 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mass. 

Telephones 3044 - 3045 

FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

IN SEASON 

“ For Your Health’ s Sake , Eat 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

More Fish” 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

W. J. HOARE 

Telephone 5708 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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It seems incredible, to say the least, that the winter term is over — you know, 
the one that’s supposed to be the longest! But then, there are sneaking sus- 
picions which lead us to believe that Andover, Dartmouth, and Yale played 
their parts in its rapid disappearance. Perhaps, however, the memories of 
mid-years will linger a bit, in spite of the grand and glorious week-end at 
Fairlee, which did its best to wash away recollections of mid-year struggles. (For 
further details on Fairlee consult the Owl). 

:V: :~c 

Have you noticed the waving of hands and the crooking of fingers in the 
Seniors’ attempts to show off their newly acquired rings? And while we’re on 
the subject, may we tell Jeanne Wise how superbly wonderful wc think her 
election to the class presidency is? Also, whether you think this is wonderful 
or not, we’d like to congratulate Kava on its stupendous basket ball victory. 


Once again the strains of the immortal Gilbert and Sullivan ring out and 
with numerous sisters and cousins and aunts, H. M. S. Pinafore sails to a rousing 
success. Was anything ever seen to equal Buttercup’s bonnet? Unless it is 
these new creations that seem to be popping up right now. All of which reminds 
us that the time has come to look for our own spring bonnets so, au revoir. 
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ANDANTE 

Jonquils and pussy willows in an earthen jar; 

Cool shadows in a pine grove ; the evening star ; 

A clock striking ; sunbeams playing on a polished floor ; 
Apple blossoms ; the well-worn path to the friendly door ; 
Meadows covered with bluets in early spring; 

Fleecy clouds; sunlight flashing on a sea-gull’s wing; 

The nest of the thrush among the waving grasses ; 

A waterfall splashing flowers as it passes ; 

Fragrant honeysuckle; warm evenings in May; 

The song of the meadow-lark at the break of day ; 

A bower of dewy roses ; the home of the bees; 

Twilight ; the lullaby of the wind in the trees. 





Elizabeth Chapin, ’40 
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CLOUDS 

Clouds! Scurrying before the wind 
Like masted schooners in the dark 
Sea of Heaven! Have you, too, sinned 
’Gainst the wrath of some angry god ? Hark, 

For from his fearful, awesome lair 
Thy master hurls his fiery brand. 

Wild spirit, which art moving everywhere — 

Take me on thy wings of wrath and 
Let me feel thy surging power ! 

You who have carried on your wings 
Snowy angels from Heaven, and 
Heard them pluck their golden strings 
While singing stately anthems grand — 

Great piles of downy, snowy cotton, 

Which have dreamed in sunny southern clime 
And passed o’er sleeping seas forgotten — 

Let me pass away the endless time 
And be thy slave forever. 

Y r ou in whose tangled hair the sea breeze 
Loves to sport — who fly triumphant, 

Hearken to my prayer! On bended knees 
I plead before you ! Make me this grant — 

Look down upon thy humble slave ! 

You who have sown in me the seed 
Of restless longing, come and save 
Me from the thralldom of this earth ! Heed 
A kindred spirit, and lift me in your arms! 

Adelaide Richter, ’40 
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BIRDS OF A FEATHER 

After scrutinizing the latest styles in hats on display in the window, a rather 
unstylishly dressed young woman entered the millinery shop. A clerk, busily 
engaged in trying to sell a queer blue chapeau of some strange material with a 
bird the size of a duck perched on top, looked up and smiled. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Hampden. I’ll call Madame immediately.” 

She withdrew to the back of the store and returned a moment later with our 
Madame, a gushing, fashionably dressed little French woman. 

“Bon jour, bon jour, Madame,” she cried, grasping Maida’s hand and 
wringing it as if it were the Liberty Bell, “something in a very exquisite hat, 
no ? ” 

“Yes,” corrected Maida, sitting at a dressing table and peering at her face 
in the mirror. “This time, Madame, I want a dizzy hat. One that will go with 
this dress.” She opened a suit-box containing a striking afternoon frock, very 
stylish and very smart. 

“You mean you really intend to buy a hat that will do things for you no 
matter how extreme it is?” demanded Madame, unable to believe her ears. 

“Yes, I want a hat that will make my husband’s eyes pop. He wants his 
wife to dress conservatively and yet when we go out he remarks how smart and 
modish other men’s wives look. I’m tired of it. I want something — some- 
thing — ” her gaze averted to the hat on a woman at another table — “like that! 
One with a bird stuck on top. That ought to annoy Roger!” She laughed and 
behind her gay laugh, Madame detected a note of bitterness. 

Beside herself with joy, the little French woman hurriedly gathered an 
assortment of hats, afraid that her customer might suddenly change her mind. 
Not that the sale of a hat mattered much to Madame, but at heart she liked Maida 
and had' tried in vain for the past two years to sell her what she really called a hat. 

Maida removed her unstylish felt and continued the scrutiny of her features. 
“I’m really not bad looking,” she thought. “If only Roger didn’t insist on 
those horrible matronly clothes.” She grunted her disgust and fumbled absently 
in her purse for a cigarette. 

Madame returned with a collection of hats that would have had the Society 
of Wild Life in an uproar. 

“The latest Paris creations,” she exclaimed. “Any of them will go with 
your dress and give the desired effect. ’ ’ 

Maida tried them all and was amazed at how well she looked in them. At 
last, influenced by Madame ’s urging, she selected one of black, rough straw with 
a bird of multi-colored feathers and with a veil that gave her all the enchantment 
and mystery that every woman desires. 

“I’ll take this one,” she decided quickly, 
right. I hope Roger doesn’t kill me for it!” 


“Oh, Madame, I hope you are 
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Several hours later, when Madame Loisie was closing shop for the day, the 
phone rang. 

“Madame? Maida Hampden speaking. I .just called to tell you that Roger 
likes my hat and is sending me down tomorrow to buy a dozen more. And oh, 
Madame, Roger loves the bird ! ’ ’ 


Shirley Ann Collette, ’40 
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A FLOWER— ALONE 

One sultry afternoon in late summer, after conquering each mountain-like 
stair, one by one, I staggered into my room to seek a haven from the unmerciful 
heat without. Once in the room, I slipped limply into a chair beside the radio, 
slowly dialed for some restful music as my eyes drifted aimlessly about from 
object to object. My wandering gaze rested on one lone rose, a white rose in a 
shadowed nook on the writing table. As if by a magnetic power, that rose held 
my eyes. I thought : it ’s only another rose, why go into raptures about it, but no, 
surely that poised head, that grace, that virgin freshness must be alive ; it must 
have a soul! I wonder if other flowers do (I’ve never noticed) — or is this rose 
unique? Notice there where its delicate creamy white petals form mysterious 
shadowed folds, casting subtle shades of the rainbow. I can’t be sure of the exact 
colors each time I look, again and again. They’re as elusive as a rainbow itself. 
Can this wonder be ? 

Ruth HinE, ’40 
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THE RECOLLECTION OF A DOORSILL 

My first recollection was one of lying on the ground with many other pieces 
of wood. For many days people rushed around and used everything but us. 
Then one bright and sunny morning one of the workmen spoke in a commanding 
voice. 

‘ ‘ Hurry up, Peter. Mr. Darcy doesn ’t want to wait until next year to move 
into his house. You can start putting on the doorsills, and don’t take all day 
about it, either. ’ ’ 

And so I was hammered in the front entrance of a large white colonial 
house. From what I had heard people say, Mr. Darcy was building this house 
for his wife. It seems that she had always wanted to live in Atlanta, and now her 
desire was being fulfilled. 

Soon after I was put in, the house was completed and the builders went 
away. For several weeks the house stood apparently forgotten and empty. But 
while there was no one around, I took the opportunity to look over the house and 
its surroundings. The house was large and rambling and had four white pillars 
in front. It stood on many acres of ground, on the top of a slight hill, and had 
a commanding view of the country about. 

One sunny afternoon in April, when the buds on the trees were just awaken- 
ing. I heard two people talking and I saw, coming up the front walk, a beautiful 
young girl of about twenty leaning on the arm of a stalwart man. 

"Philip”, she spoke enthusiastically, "this is the nicest house I have ever 
seen. And to think that you built it just for me ! Darling, hurry and unlock 
the door so I can see what the inside is like. If it is as nice as the outside, it’ll 
be perfect!” 

^ >}£ ££ 

"Oh, it’s beautiful! What a long hall and how many rooms! Won’t it be 
attractive when we have it all decorated and furnished?” 

Speaking thus, she kissed him and so began the life of Mr. and Mrs. Philip 
Darcy. For the remainder of the summer Letitia and Philip decorated the 
house, planned the flower gardens, planted cotton, oversaw the slaves, and fell 
in love more all the time. 

Once the house was fixed to suit their tastes, they began to give many and 
elaborate parties. So many handsome men and beautifully dressed women passed 
over me that I shall not take time to mention them all, except for one passing 
remark about Letitia. She was the most beautiful woman I have ever seen and 
my outstanding memory of her goes back to one of her many gay parties. Sim- 
plicity was always the keynote in her dress, and this particular night she wore 
a strikingly simple white taffeta dress, with a blue velvet ribbon in her hair, her 
only ornament. In the receiving line she stood out from every other woman 


THE RECOLLECTION OF A DOORSILL 
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present, with courage in her shining eyes and strength and character in every 
line of her lithe body. 

Shortly after that party Darcy came home one evening with a worried and 
preoccupied look on his face. 

“Darling”, he greeted Letitia, “as I’ve said before, war was inevitable and 
at last it has come, just as every man knew it would come. Lee is calling for 
volunteers and I feel as though I simply must go. Please try to see my way of 
thinking, and also pack a few of my clothes and have Jake saddle the fastest 
horse, as I am in a terrible hurry. I’ll be ready to go in ten minutes.” 

This was to be the first of many terrible things to happen in my lifetime. 
As soon as Philip left, all the life and animation went out of Letitia ’s eyes and 
for months she wandered about the house in a dream. Her expression never 
changed, only that same hopeless and defeated look in her eyes. At one time 
she was very sick and lived only through the care and vigilance of her old 
mammy. 

Unexpectedly one day, many, many months later, Darcy came home, only 
a shadow of his former hearty self, but at least he was home alive, and for days 
thereafter there was much rejoicing. As I gained from the conversations over- 
heard, the Civil "War had come to an end. 

Yet something was not right. Darcy was home very seldom and then came 
in at early hours in the morning. Soon I found it was to the Ku Klux Klan to 
which he devoted so much of his time, and I became accustomed to robed figures 
riding to and away from the house at all hours of the night. 

Soon this all stopped and life took on a more normal routine. But things 
were never quite the same again. Even the fun they had looking forward to 
their baby was short-lived when it died after its first six hours of life. Ever since 
then Letitia, too, was not her old self. 

The following forty years moved along silently and swiftly with little to 
mar the calm and peaceful days. In the fall of 1890, on one of the worst days 
of the year, a casket was carried through the door and I soon learned that it was 
Darcy, who had suffered ever since the war from a wound gained in that futile 
battle for freedom. Soon afterwards Letitia, to whom life meant nothing with- 
out Darcy, succumbed to death. After the funeral the last of the old slaves went 
away, leaving the house deserted and empty. 

Now in the year 1940 it is a gray and dismal place, surrounded by weeds, and 
badly in need of a coat of paint, and still waiting for another family to fill its 
many rooms. 

I have now told you my story as a doorsill, and so, dear friends, won’t you 
be kind enough to move into this deserted house and again give life to this place, 
which at one time in its history overflowed with hospitality and kindness ? 


Jean Frischkorn, ’40 
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A YOUNG MAN CALLING HIS GIRL FOR A DATE 

Hello, Central? Edgemont, 742, please. 

(Love makes the world go ’round, la, la, de da) 

Hello, may I please speak to Joan? 

She is? Well, it’s awfully important. 

Oh, thanks ! 

(Dum, dum, de, dum, dum, dum) 

Hello, Joan, this is Jack Freeman. 

I guess I’m all right. Other than a cut over 
my right eye, a broken finger and a bruise 
on the back of my head, 1 "m doing 0. K. 

How did I get all that ? 

Well, we had a hockey game this morning and I played goalie. 

Oh sure, I ’ll be 0. K. 

Say, Joan, how would you like to see 
Gus Moran in “Gangster’s War”? 

It’s playing at the Palace and I hear it’s great. 

What, you broke your glasses ? 

We could sit up front. 

Oh! 

Well, what do you say about going down to the Crystal rink skating? 
Your mother won’t let you go out of the house 
just because you came in at two o’clock last night? 

Well, then, how would it be if I came over and spent the evening at 
your house ? 

They are ? 

You do? 

Oh gosh, well, how about next Saturday night? 

Oh, you have ? 

Well, I’m sorry I couldn’t see you tonight, Joan, but maybe I’ll see 
you next week some time. 

You’re going away? 

That’s tough! 

Who did you say was coming? 

Your mother and father? 

Well, goodbye ! 

Hey, Bill, what’s Mary Jane’s telephone number? 


Marjorie Ann Proctor, 40 
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NEGLECTFUL EDWARD 

Edward — as was his usual custom — arose at the ungodly hour of 7.30 to 
begin his day with a decidedly grouchy outlook on things in general. 

“Breakfast ready?” he mumbled. 

“Yes, dear,” replied his wife, who, by the way, had preceded him to the 
kitchen by half an hour. 

Whereupon Edward methodically dressed, shaved, and washed without 
further comment and proceeded to the breakfast table where he ate his food with 
unnecessary gusto, making certain that propped up in front of him was the 
morning paper, which incidentally totally obscured his wife’s view. 

“Do you know what day this is?” broke in Mrs. Edward. 

“Mminrn, ” says Edward. 

“I say, do you know what day this is?” again queried Mrs. Edward. 

“Mmmm — •Tuesday,” mumbled Edward as he glanced at his watch. Then 
he dashed from the table, grabbed his hat, and bolted through the door leaving a 
faint goodbye echoing through the hallway. 

The Edwards had been married three years and each year Edward had be- 
come more neglectful until Mrs. Edward could stand it no longer — today was the 
breaking point. With her head buried in her arms, sobbing, she decided on that 
drastic measure — to go home to mother. Quietly she packed her things- — but no, 
she thought, it would be fairer to leave things as they were and just go to mother 
until after the divorce ; then she would take her belongings. 

Edward in the meantime had met Charlie, a friend of the Edwards, at the 
door of the office. “Would you leave a package at my house on your way home ? ’ ’ 
asked Charlie. “I’m leaving on a fishing trip and won’t be going home.” Of 
course, attentive to everyone but his wife, Edward agreed. So passed the day 
and with the darkened office behind him, Edward descended the stairs, claimed 
Charlie ’s package from the florist and started home. 

Following the habit of many evenings, he walked home and in so doing passed 
the home of Mrs. Edward’s parents. He did not generally stop in but this 
evening he noticed that the lights in the garage had been left on, and wishing to 
be helpful, he decided to stop in and correct this oversight. 

Standing on the porch with his hat in his hand and the box under his arm, he 
did look quite like the suitor he had once been, but, of course, he was past that stage 
now or so he thought. “Brrrr!” went the bell — no answer. “Brrrr!” again. The 
door opened slowly, then flew open. “Darling! I knew you would remember our 
anniversary,” cried his wife as she took the box from him and threw her arms 
around his neck. “How can I ever forgive myself for thinking what I did.” 

All this time Edward was in a dense fog. “Roses,” exclaimed Mrs. Edward, 
“how lovely — you really are just as attentive as before we were married !” The 
light finally dawned and as they strolled slowly homeward, Edward mused to 
himself that he was very glad he had met Charlie that morning and hoped that 
Charlie’s wife could wait another day for her roses. Evelyn Porter ’39 


THREE POEMS 
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GOLD DUNES 

Sand is sifting, ever shifting, 

As the gay wind whirls it, swirls it, 

And the sea grass, sturdy, hardy, holds it, molds it. 
Turquoise wavelets tap it, to create gently lap it ; 
There they lie, sloping, graceful, as the gulls 
Winging, singing, soar above them. 

Slyly, quickly, sun rays tint them, 

Glint them — molten, golden, 

Burnished sands. 
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WINTER NIGHT 

Peace, Peace, Peace, through the world. 

Night is cold, night is dark, 

Stars are white, there’s a mark 
Of my breath in the air. 

Hush ! the sky is your own. 

Softly sigh, for the snow is a cool, 

Vibrant part of the night that is dark. 

Wish the moon were your own, 

Dream fools’ dreams, for the night is the gift of a king. 
Love the right of the sight of this beauty and still, 

Love the simple slight slope of the moon-silvered hill. 
There are trees like a prayer in relief 
’Gainst the sky. It is all, ‘ ‘ God is nigh. ’ ’ 


VOICES OF SPRING 
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THIS PLACE 

Hush ! This place is calm and cool — 

Scant, quiet clouds blur the moonlight, 

White is the marble, rich blue is the night. 

Silence, born of ages, reluctant lingers here, 

Somehow lulled by gentle, nervous breezes ; 

Ancient grace is here like worn, quaint friezes ; 

Linked with Eternity it is filled with the past. 

Oh, ghosts who watch and palely smile, 

You stay here serenely motionless the while, 

Keep the mellowed, perfect beauty of this place, 

Keep the pure shimmer of the marble sheen, 

Cut in slender pillars like a Grecian scene. 

The depth of its beauty, lyrically clear, 

Softened by night — the stars and the sky — 

Heaven meets earth with this place as their tie. 

Mary Ellen Winship, MO 
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VOICES OF SPRING 

Faint and lovely, 

Pure and distant, 
Softly chiming, 

Sound the bells. 

And from above me 
In voice triumphant, 
Upward climbing, 

A lark ’s song swells. 


Adelaide Richter, MO 


DEDICATED TO LONDON 


The story of London has of ten been told, 

With its historical abbeys and towers; 

The Court of St. James, the Mall, and the Strand 
And Hyde Park aglow with spring flowers. 

We cannot miss Trafalgar Square 

With Lord Nelson so stately and grand; 

The huge bronze lions look ready to spring, 

And defy the best in the land. 

Buckingham Palace, the home of the King, 

The Queen, and Princesses two ; 

All hail to their Majesties, long may they reign, 
And to England ever be true. 

The change of the guard at the palace, 

An observance all people admire ; 

Bright uniforms, plumed horses and bandsmen 
Of such pageantry one never can tire. 

We all fall in love with the Bobby, 

He is courteous, handsome and slim ; 

Smart, educated and clever, 

All England is proud of him. 

The Gothic Parliament House, 

The Tower and thunderous Big Ben ; 

They stand by the well known Thames River, 

The members are all noted men. 

We visit the Tower of London, 

To see the Crown Jewels ; and then 

Go on to the place that imprisoned 
The two Princes, Raleigh, and Penn. 

The Cenotaph stands in Whitehall, 

Banked with flowers bright and gay, 

To the loved ones who fell in battle, 

Which they honor on Remembrance Day. 


DEDICATED TO LONDON 
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Now shall we go clown Piccadilly, 

The hub of the universe, 

All jolly with statues and theaters, 

No place for a child with her nurse. 

We next enter Westminster Abbey, 

Where Kings and Queens are crowned ; 

Where illustrious Britons lie buried 
In the Abbey ’s hallowed ground. 

There are many places in London, 

All interesting you will agree ; 

Someday, perhaps, you may go there 
And London’s famed pageantry see. 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst, ’39 
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ON GRADUATION 

Hands clasped until the knuckles shown white. Bags piled high with 
rackets and golf-sticks. A banner, forgotten in the rush, hanging dejected on 
the bare wall once adorned with ravishing girls and Peter Arnos. An empty 
bottle from their last binge amongst the heap of discards. No more hours of 
carefreeness, no more years of drudging, no more fights, no more all-night dis- 
cussions of love, polities and life. Gone! Words stuck. “Ole Bill” hobbled 
in to take their bags to the waiting cars — cars that would take one to this path, 
the other to that. 

“Good-bye, old man. It’s been swell. Write if the spirit moves.” 

“Sure thing. Do the same yourself.” 

Silence .... feet refused to budge. One last look — the corner where the 
electric mixer exploded, the dent in the floor where the typewriter landed, the 
view of the campus. Again, that feeble gesture. They parted. 


Sara Goff, ’39 
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FINDERS KEEPERS 

A perverted sense of fairness can at times bring unprecedented misery and 
unhappiness. Such was the case as far as Inez Cardwell was concerned. Ever 
since the upper-classmen’s dance, when Inez has fallen desperately (or, so she 
thought) in love with her “blind”, she cherished a burning desire to ask him to 
prom, the year’s outstanding social event. Several times an invitation was on 
the verge of being gulped into the yawning jaws of the enticing green mail-box, 
when the thought of that “other woman” crept into her conscience. 

“A fine friend Carol turned out to be,” wailed Inez. “Even if she did go 
to Exover Prom she didn’t have to give me all the lurid details about Ray and 
his gorgeous date. What if she is very tall and ‘strikingly dark, not beautiful, 
you understand, but enormously attractive and popular’ ? I don’t give two hoots, 
but tell me honestly, Dot, did Carol say he wrote to her a lot"?” 

With great compassion Dot replied, “AVell, duck, you know how Carol is, 
and try as I did, wild horses couldn't drag any choice bits of dirt from her — 
that is, as far as I was concerned.” 

“You’re a big help, too,” sighed crestfallen Inez, as she rolled over on the 
bed and dejectedly opened a book. 

Inez, as you may have supposed, was not the proverbial “tall, dark and 
handsome.” Up until the present, she had always been completely satisfied with 
her petite five feet three and taffy -colored hair, but now — oh ! now to be tall and 
glamorously sophisticated! How would it seem, she wondered, to meet Ray’s 
searching glance on a. level, instead of looking up from her meager height ? 

“Better forget it,” counseled a well-meaning friend, “for you’ll never know, 
unless, of course, I Miller gives you added cooperation.” 

In spite of bitter thought and acrid touches in conversation, Inez had 
always adhered to the old adage of “finders keepers, losers weepers.” She had 
hence become perfectly resigned to the idea of stepping gracefully out of the 
picture and magnanimously giving up the thought of a heavenly June evening 
spent in Ray ’s arms, when, like a bolt from the blue, Dot had a caller ! She wasn ’t 
an ordinary Saturday-afternoon-relief-from-boredom caller because she came 
from Boxwood and Boxwood harbored HER, too. As is usually the case, the 
inevitable “do you know” phase crept into the conversation. 

“Tell me, do you know Ray Parwit at Exover?” inquired Inez a bit hesit- 
antly. 

“Oh, yes! That is, I’ve heard tell of his good points. He thinks he goes 
with a gal at dear old ‘Boxy’, but that just shows the futility in thinking.” 

The too-good-to-be-true expression was evident as Inez spoke again. “You 
mean she really doesn’t like him?” 

“Lord, no!” exclaimed the blessed informer, “she’s engaged to a boy at 
Yale.” 


FINDERS KEEPERS 
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At this point, too happy to heed convention, Inez ran breathlessly from the 
room and dashed to her desk. In no time flat, she had composed the long-anti- 
cipated invitation to prom. At length, after winning both the approbation and 
condemnation of many collaborators, the letter was dispatched to Exover. 

“There, that’s that,” said Inez with a faint gleam of triumph in her e}’e. 
“Far be it from me to put the damper on anyone else’s romance, but there’s no 
harm in starting one of my own.” 


Betty Woodruff, ’39 
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UNCHARTED 

I know a country no sea has bound, 

No ancient ship or map has found. 

From searching eyes it stretches, bright with sun, 
Where no man’s footprint rests, no tide is run. 
No farther than a pebble careless cast 
Will be the place you marked as .you went past. 

I come and walk alone at last. 

Here no old fears can hold me fast 

And spring and winter are seasons never known; 

No circling gulls cry out their monotone. 

Beyond the threshold of eternity 

Who knows what waits? Together we shall see. 


Shirley Foster, ’40 
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THE SWAN 

I walked, 

I leaped, 

I sprang, 

And through the air 
I seemed to soar — 

•Just like a bird, I’d taken wing. 
My head was skyward, 

My arms outstretched, 

When suddenly I downward turned 
And cut the water like a knife. 


Tish Payne, ’39 
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PEACE 

All is peaceful and quiet here under the pines, except for the booming of the 
nearby surf as it hits the beach. Lying on the smooth, sweet-smelling pine needles, 
1 can look up and see the bright blue sky through the tall pines. Occasionally a 
white fluffy cloud, like a piece of cotton, floats by. The brisk sea breeze, blowing 
through the tops of the trees, makes them bend and sway with a swishing noise. 
The mingled odors of pine and salt give a fresh coolness to the air. I know if I 
sit up, I can see across the wide white stretch of sand the blue ocean reaching 
beyond the horizon. There would probably be some sail boats with billowing 
sails dotting the bine and people playing in the breakers as they come plunging, 
rushing up the beach. It ’s much nicer to lie here alone in the cool, damp of the 
woods, sheltered from the hot sun by the huge, green trees. Soon, after the sun 
has moved farther across the sky and the late afternoon breeze rises, it will be too 
cool for comfort here ; then will be time enough to leave my haven of solitude. 


Polly Lodge, ’40 



School U\ (otes 

& 

“MARY” GOES TO THE ANDOVER RETURN DANCE 

Hurrying home from the movies, “Mary” had just time to take a bath — of 
course by this time there was no hot water— and dress for supper. After eating, 
if you would call it that, she tore upstairs, grabbed her wrap, and rushed out to 
the bus. “Mary” nearly lost her voice singing on the way over, but was too 
excited to notice it. She wondered if HE had signed up for her, or maybe she 
would get the wrong partner, or he was sick — how awful ! What would she do ? 
She didn’t have time to dwell on these horrible thoughts, however, because as soon 
as they got there and had done a little fixing up, the line was formed and intro- 
ductions were started. HE was there, and “Mary” breathed a sigh of relief on 
the way upstairs to the ballroom, a real ballroom, too, “Mary” noticed, with 
paneled walls and a marble floor. The dancing began right away, and time flew 
by so quickly that before she knew it, it was time to say “Good-bye” and climb 
back into the bus. But “Mary” was too excited about her invitation to Andover 
Prom to notice how tired she was or how her feet hurt. p p 

CAE-KAVA BASKET BALL GAME 

At the shrill peal of the whistle, the high-pitched shower of verbal raindrops 
abruptly ceased and the teams nervously placed themselves in their positions. 
At the release of the ball, the two teams personified action as first excitedly, then 
calmly, they engineered the ball. The Kavas took up the lead immediately, never 
losing it once throughout the game. In the last half, the Caes, despite the 
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desperate fight they put up, were no match for the cool thinking and superb 
teamwork which the Karas so brilliantly displayed. The matchless skill of 
Kava's forwards exhibited coordination and perfect control. Thanks to them 
and their team-mates’ cooperation, the Kavas emerged undisputed victors with 
the score, 38-7. q McD. 


Kava 

Jeanne Wise, (Mgr.) 

June Cunningham 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
Carolyn Minor 
Tish Payne 

Patricia Emison, (Capt.) 

Subs 

Jane Wescott 
Charlotte Hood 
Virginia Carman 


Teams 


Cae 

Marjorie Ann Proctor, (Caxff.) 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst 

Betty Woodruff 

Constance Qua 

Nancy Lawder 

Betty DeVoe 

Subs 

Betty Jordan 
Charlotte McDowell 
Janet Werner 


After the exciting basket ball game in which the Kavas were so victorious, 
the usual banquet was held in the evening. The Cae’s president, Connie Qua, 
presented the cup to Jeanne Wise, the president of Kava, who gracefully accepted 
it. We certainly enjoyed singing to the members of the teams, all of whom 
earned a great deal of praise. After a most delicious dinner we went into the 
library and danced to the lilting sway of our favorite tunes. But, alas ! the bell, 
all too soon called us back to our books. E. C. 

8 

“MARY” GOES TO THE EXETER DANCE 


The evening of another school dance had arrived and this time it was Exeter. 
“Mary” was excited, but now she knew what to expect and felt like an old hand 
at the game. The concert Avas, “Mary” had to admit, better even than she had 
expected, and the Russian piece at the end, the one they hadn’t done before, made 
a particular hit. The introduction and the dinner passed quickly, and soon 
everybody was running to the gym through the snow, (of course, “Mary” had 
sent home her Avinter evening wrap and nearly froze to death). The gym AA r as 
decorated in red and AA’hite crepe paper and colored balloons ; and a A T ery beautiful 
job it was, too. Exeter supplied its oavii SAving orchestra which certainly could 
swing Avhen the Avhole band could be gotten together. We’ll forgive them for 
that, however, because Ave realize hoAv hard it was for them to tear away from their 
partners. Again the evening flew by so fast that “Mary” wondered where it had 
gone, and before she could realize that it Avas all over, the boys had departed and 
she was falling into bed. p p 



KAVA BASKETBALL TEAM 



CAE BASKETBALL TEAM 
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H. M. S. PINAFORE 

After hours of effort on the parts of Miss LeButt and Miss Norris, H. M. S. 
Pinafore was finally performed Tuesday evening, March 28. There was a very 
effective set done by Miss White which shows, from the deck of the Pinafore, 
another ship in the bay, with houses and a church steeple on land. 

The operetta contains a lively love story, and there is much of interest: 
There is Josephine, the Captain’s daughter, (Nancy Robertson), who is in love 
with a common sailor, Ralph Rackstraw, (Ann Cutler), but whose hand is sought 
by Sir Joseph Porter, KCB, (admirably played by Nancy Lawder). This officious 
gentleman is always accompanied by his first cousin, Hebe, (Joan Thomas), and 
his sisters, cousins and aunts. Josephine, in spite of her love for Ralph, hesitates 
when she thinks of the type of life she would have to go through if she left her 
father, Captain Corcoran, (Emily Ann Cowles). But Little Buttercup, (Helen 
Jopson), hindered in her love for him by her low station, has the situation well in 
hand with an eye to her ambition, for in the finale of the last act she proclaims an 
astonishing change in the stations of the Captain and Ralph, a declaration which 
provides the traditional happy ending. 

All action takes place on the quarterdeck of Her Majesty’s Ship Pinafore, 
the first act at noon and the second that night. Some of the outstanding numbers 


are : 

I’m Called Little Buttercup Helen Jopson 

A Maiden Fair to See Ann Cutler 

I Am the Monarch of the Seas Nancy Lawder 

Fair Moon, to Thee I Sing Emily Ann Cowles 

0 God of Love and God of Reason Nancy Robertson 


There are three other speaking parts: Dick Deadeye, (Betty Woodruff), who 
is constantly trying to foil someone’s plans, and the Boatswain’s and Carpenter’s 
Mates, (Carolyn Minor and Pat Emison, respectively). The two choruses are as 
f ollows : 


Sailors 

Eleanor Plumb 
Phyllis Langevin 
Betsy Wennigman 
Charlotte McDowell 
Adelaide Richter 
Louise Sargent 
Elaine del Castillo 
Tat Wood 
Dorothea Bezanson 


Female Relatives 
Barbara Johnson 
Jean Ford 
Joan Durstoff 
Ann Biggs 
Elise Bandekow 
Evelyn Porter 
Priscilla Robertson 
Polly Lodge 


E. DEL C. 




TWO SCENES EROM H. M. S. PINAEORE 
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ALSO ON THE CALENDAR 

January 

15th — Mrs. Morse showed thrilling pictures and told thrilling tales of the 
African wilds. After admiring and modeling her real lion-skin coat, we are off 
to the jungles to shoot a “Leo” ourselves. 

18th — To Germany with Miss Avery — last but not least of her brilliant 
talks, sprinkled with humor and informal news gossip. 

28th — Our dazzling ice-rinks with spotlights, beautiful music, and the sharp 
cutting of skates on the glassy surface added flavor to our everyday life. Recipe : 
two flooded tennis-courts, three electric lights, and one ancient “vie.” 

29th — Rev. Donald Lathrop, of Boston, related first-hand information con- 
cerning the Czech crisis — witty, too. 

30tli — Last minute cramming, our noses to the grindstone ; then, that moment 
of nervous anxiety awaiting our fate before plunging into mid-year exams when 
“the die is cast.” 

31st — A real old-fashioned sleigh-ride — horse, hay, jingle-bells and all the 
fixin’s with cocoa afterwards — helped us to “get away from it all.” 

February 

8th — Dr. Tehyi Hsieh, a noble Chinese spokesman, has us first “rolling in the 
aisles” at his Oriental mimicry — it’s a shame his talents in that line are wasted 
— then, listening intently to the appealing voice of China against Japan. 

12th — We were so completely carried away with Mrs. Bond’s tale of 
“Alone,” by Admiral Byrd, that our teeth chattered and our spines shivered. 
Not only did she review current books and best sellers, but painted as well such 
colorful portraits of each that we are inspired to become book-worms. 

14th — A Valentine tea for our ambitious pianists, prizes, n ’everything ! 
Thanks, Mrs. McGay and Miss LeButt. 

17th — So large was the Rogers Hall representation at Andover Prom it was 
almost like our good old glee club dance again — but even more fun! Dancing to 
Bunny Berrigan, long (but beautiful) stroll back to Williams or the Inn, sore 
feet, but light hearts — cornflakes and eggs in the morning — and a fond farewell ! 

March, 

12th — Mrs. Margaret Stimpson in all too short an afternoon cleverly 
“Making the Headlines Talk.” 

20th — Taking no detours, John Mason Brown, drama critic of the New York 
Evening Post, plunged into a vivid picture of this season’s offerings, authors, and 
actors on Broadway. 

22nd — Boston Symphony in the afternoon for a few musical-minded ones. 
Grace Moore in “Louise” at Boston Opera House that night — such a gay life ! 

24th — Gay atmosphere of the annual Paint and Powder Club Show — Lowell 
talent with songs, skits, and dances sent the attentive audience chuckling away — 
what delicious home-made candy ! 

26th — Sound advice was given on the qualities of a good secretary by Mrs. 
Dunbar of the Katharine Gibbs School. 

29t.h — “Have a perfectly wonderful time!” “Be good!” “See you in two 
weeks ! ” “ Who said that ? ’ ’ 



The Qampus Owl 
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Risks his dignify at one of those FairJee week-ends : 

1 

There once were some girls from a prep 
Who wanted an outlet for pep. 

They found Bonnie Oaks 
With slides, food and folks, 

And a college which had a fine rep. 


There once was a youth from the Junction 
Who worked at the Oaks through said function. 
But once he was spied 
She tried and she tried — 

Till she jolted right back to the Junction ! 

3 

There once was a girl in from skiing, 

Whose pants were wet to her being. 

She sat on the heater, 

Too hot read the meter — 

For when she got up she was steaming. 
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4 

There was a gay girl named ‘ ‘ Holly ’ ’ 

Whose charms were sumpin ’, by golly. 

The boys she did draw 
Through snow, ice or thaw — 

We wish we were fully as jolly. 

5 

There once were some girls on a diet, 

Who stole in. their sweet on the quiet. 

Came Fairlee and — lo ! 

To the winds it did go — 

We were there — they cannot deny it ! 

S. G.— M. E. W. 
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t Ant ms-in on our sundry woes : 

Saturday Morning Bed-Making 

All ready for a brisk work-out on my first Saturday morning at school, I raced 
up the stairs into my room and flung up the windows; then put them down again, 
for the cold autumn wind came whipping in at about 60 M. P. IP., perhaps the 
remnant of that New England problem child — the HURRICANE. (No, this 
isn’t a signal to get started on that again, either !) 

Heigh ! Ho ! I ’m going to make my first bed ! Said bed sits in the corner, 
rather weak looking, its blankets, sheets, etc., curling over, giving it a curiously 
satirical look. Being new in the game, I make a face back, rush at it, grab the 
covers and pull. Too hard, evidentally, for there is a rip-tearing sound as of an 
iron door in agony and I am on the floor in a welter of bed clothes, glaring at a 
small prong, once part of the springs, which is twisted and sharp enough to have 
made a huge hole in the sheel now held tight in my grasp. I get up less 
enthusiastic but very stiff, as I’d gone down none too easily. The next thing is to 
turn the mattress. . Umin — I clutch it firmly with both hands, try hard to flip it 
over, and find myself face to face with the floor, a dead weight on my back — the 
mattress. Of course, I’m not in a position to look and see — but! I turn over, 
realizing that if my neck isn’t broken now it never will be, and the mattress slides 
gently off leaving me free again. Due to the commotion when I went down, the 
bed springs are jouncing up and down and you who have read Winnie the Pooh 
should remember Pooh Bear’s ‘‘Tiddly pom, Tiddly pom” — the villain springs 
make much the same noise but sound so much more sinug. They complacently 
go on “Tiddly pomming” while I stare at them hard until they die away. Really 
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it’s quite dramatic, it’s either the bed or I, just like Dick Tracy or Morphine Pete. 
(Only there’s really no more excitement in Dick Tracy because by now you know, 
I hope, that nothing can hurt him.) 

I decide on another surprise attack, manage to get the mattress on but while 
standing back to survey my work, I make the mistake of saying, “Yah, Yah, 
Yah!” The bed had really begun to cooperate! But trouble was to approach 
from another quarter. As I throw on the bottom sheet and stoop to tuck it in 
tight, I stop dead — “zzzzzp!” A convulsive shudder goes over me — of all the 
low tricks ! I finally dare to look — yes, a run, the last bale of hay ! I had caught 
my brand new stockings on that bed. Gradually a bitter, helpless feeling steals 
over me, and I start to soliloquize on the shortest, oldest poem of all, 1 ‘ I, Why ? ” I 
finish tucking in the bottom sheet and turn to the heap on the floor. 

When my roommate came in a half hour later, she poked the twisted, wadded 
mass on the floor. It writhed and a tortured, grinding voice spoke forth, “Get 
me out of here and what is more you might as well get used to seeing me here — it 
the Girl Scouts (oh, bow your head in silent reverence) can sleep on the ground, 
I can take the floor ! ’ ’ 
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Twenty Saturdays in Study Hall or Why I Got There 

Blenheim and Trafalgar 
Utrecht and Paris mix ; 

Will-i-am the Conqueroi 
And that’s 1066. 

Renaissance doth linger 
But that is gone and past ; 

New tests hand me the new stuff, 

That’s why I finish last 

‘ ‘ Menthol ” or “ Methodism, ’ ’ 

The thought “cough drops” sounds clear; 

Smith brothers ’stead of Wesleys 
My mind holds close and dear. 

‘ ‘ Do you remember ? ’ ’ 

Saith the Chinese Nightingale ; 

“T ’would could, t ’would could,” I shy reply, 

“But if I don’t, I fail.’' 


THE CAMPUS OWL 
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“First Night” 

Uncomfortably I settle down in a strange chair. I try hard to meet the cold 
eyes of my new tablemates. I fail miserably, for they are staring blankly ahead, 
frozen smiles on their stiff faces. “My, this is a quiet table,” I offer brightly. 
The words boom out like pistol shots and a muffled “Mmm !” is my only answer. 
Stealthily I wiggle in my chair, trying to escape the dread table leg. The almost 
unknown teacher raises her eyebrows. In my poor, twisted mind she is almost an 
ogre by the time the soup arrives. I feel I must say something and clear my 
throat. Twelve inquiring eyes are turned upon me. I struggle but the words 
will not come ! Contempt gleams in the twelve eyes. I try again and mumble 
something about the changing weather. Ah ! Some benevolent soul has answered 
me, I catch her eye. Simultaneously something too funny to keep comes into our 
minds. We grow steadily more crimson, shake with suppressed laughter, roll our 
eyes while giggles escape us. 

“Is something very funny?” comes the voice of the ogre. I look at her — 
but she is an ogre no longer ! She is smiling and we all smile ; friends at last and 
with the smiles comes a rush of voices. We all relax, at ease and “Happy About 
the Whole Thing.” 

M. E. W. 


Relaxes on a Saturday Morning : 


Page’s 


Lowell’s rendezvous for ages 

Has been the ever-famous “Page’s.” 

Its well-known slogan shows the climb 
That it has made “Since Lincoln’s time.” 
The question is, one cannot doubt it, 
What would Saturday be without it ? 

At the fountain, one may find 
Special treats of any kind : 

Frozen pudding to vanilla, 

Malted milk to sarsaparilla ; 

Chocolate cakes and raisin toast 
Are what we seem to like the most. 

And when the morning has been spent 
And we are left without a cent, 

It is at Page’s that we meet 
To get another bite to eat 
Before the Oaklands bus we seek 
And leave downtown for another week. 


A. L. S. 
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Births : 

On January 30th, a son, to Mr. and Mrs. AVilliam McDonald, (Edith 
Pulsifer), in Lowell, Mass. 

On February 6th, a son, John Cushman, to Mr. and Mrs. Townsend 
AVellington, (Betty Murray), in Bennington, Vermont. 

On March 8th, a daughter, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert T. Morse, (Barbara 
Macartney), in Lowell, Mass. 

On March 21st, a daughter, Diane, to Air. and Mrs. Stanley Taylor, (Virginia 
Fitz), in AVakefield, Mass. 

Marriages : 

On January 7th, Dorothy Sargent to Dr. AVilliam C. Smedley, at her home in 
Lowell. They are living in Denver, Colorado, at 1202 Twelfth Avenue. 

On January 9th, Constance Crafts to Mr. George Jarvis Platt, in Oak Park, 
Illinois. Her address now is 507 North Eighth Street, Manitowoc, AViseonsin. 

On January 14th, Barbara Trott to Air. James Otis McMillan, in Brookline, 
Alass. They are at home at 205 Warren Street, Allston, Alass. 

On January 28th, Edna Collette to Air. Marion V. Bailliere, Jr., in Baltimore, 
Maryland. Her present address is Bradford Apts., St. Paul and 33rd Sts., 
Baltimore, Aid. 

On February 21st, Eleanor Harris to Air. Russell AV. Richardson, at her 
home in Lowell. They are living at 17 So. Russell St., Beacon Hill, Boston. 
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On April 15th, Margaret Riddell will be married to Mr. Robert Marvin 
Phillips, in Baldwin, Long Island, New York. 

On April 18th, 1938, Katherine Y. Wilson to Mr. John Edward Addinsell, 
in Jacksonville, Florida. Her address is 24 Lowndes St., S. W., London, England. 


Engagements : 

Dorothy DeVoe to Mr. Robert R. Windeler, of New York and New Jersey. 
Elizabeth Fisher to Mr. Ronald G. MacDonald, of Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Virginia Heathcote to Mr. James Turner, of New York City. 


Carol Letchworth has been spending two months in California where she has 
seen Barbara Jessup and Beth Emison. 

Mary Pride and her family are motoring out to the San Francisco Fair by 
way of Florida and expect to be gone two months. 

Carol Nottage has had a position since last October as Assistant Research 
Assistant in Physiological Optics at the Eye and Ear Infirmary in Boston. This 
laboratory is under the direction of the Harvard Medical School. 

Elaine Putnam and her mother are living in Nice, France, after having 
traveled extensively around Europe. 

Virginia Heathcote is a member of the Walter Thornton Model Agency in 
New York which furnishes models for magazine artists, art photographers, and 
advertising agencies. 

Eloise Dickey has returned from Europe and is now located in New York 
where she is studying until June. 

Betty Robinson is a busy junior at the Boston University College of Liberal 
Arts where she has been elected president of the Kappa Kappa Gamma Sorority, 
and is also president of the University Unity Club, and secretary of the campus 
Pan-Hellenic organization. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


LoweW s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 
Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson’s better fuels 
and better heating service . 




E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Dial 6328 Dial 2-3891 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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7 tBon Marche 

♦ Merchandise of MERIT only* 



dance if you go in a gown of celestial 
beauty from Bon Marche's Evening 
Shop! Compete with the glitter of the 
Milky Way in a white crepe frock 
sprinkled with multi-colored sequins... 
Outflash a flaming meteor in a deep 
rose Empire chiffon, or blend your 
personality with the mellowness of 
moonlight in a changeable taffeta 
"darling" $7.95 to $19.95 

THE EVENING SHOP — SECOND FLOOR 
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COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous for 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 

Ask for Our Catalogue, "The Epicure" 
ires KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1 300 

MAIL ORDERS WE SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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FOR “GIFTS” FOR ANY PURPOSE 
Try Our “NEW GIFT CENTER” 

GIFT SHOP (2nd Floor) 

Prescott Street at Central 



“Say it with Flowers ” 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 


66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 


VJ 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 

«: 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 


53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 6838 
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Compliments of 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

MANUFACTURED ICE NATURAL 

• 

COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

• 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

TELEPHONE 5476 



Compliments of 


G. H. HOBSON & SON 


Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 

BILLERICA, MASS. 


VU1 
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CANDY • FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS • • SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


CATERING ANYWHERE IN NEW ENGLAND 

At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

8 

PRINCE-COTTER 

Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

104 Merrimack St. 

Robert F, Marden John H. Murphy 

Marden & Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

15 KEARNEY SQUARE 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Gowns for Miss and Matron 

Fine Cutlery 

Moderately Priced 

Fire Place Goods 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

at 

194 Merrimack St. 

THE THOMPSON 

Lowell, Mass. 



HARDWARE CO. 

“A little shop with a sincere 


desire to serve you ” 

Tel. 7524 

W. E. PORTER 

Compliments of 

Successor Jo John A. McEvoy 


OPTOMETRIST 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 

Insurance Agency 

EYES EXAMINED .% GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 

45 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Tel. 3-0831 


TELEPHONE 3-3681 
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ALL HEATED CARS OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 

DEPOT TAXI 

tel 6861 

MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 


PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 

For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 


Compliments of 

‘Vivian s Beauty Salon 

103 CENTRAL STREET 

3-3672 

I'S&TcL Douglas & Comnanv 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE 
jf and METAL 

ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 

Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds 
of Roofing Material 
“ Approved Bird Roofer 1 

147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 

Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 

CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(Dc-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 

MRS. HYLAND CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 

Tel. 2-2531 24 Middle St. 

“The Bread of Others is Sweet 11 

Winchester Laundry 

60 PUFFER STREET 

2-6231 


X 


SPLINTERS 


NINETY-NINE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“0» the Sunny Side of Merrimack St.” 

LULL & HARTFORD 

LOWELL HEADQUARTERS FOR 

SPORTING GOODS 

SINCE 1832 

SKIS and SKIING EQUIPMENT 

Sold and Serviced by Experts 

CLOTHING and UNIFORMS for 

ALL SPORTS 

34 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. 8311 


You ll enjoy shopping 

Now Distributed by the 

Oldest Food Store in 

Lowell 

at 

Cherry 

& 

T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 

Webb’s 
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Bartlett & Dow Co. 

Compliments of 

Hardware Specialties 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 

Wall Paper Paint 

Wringer Rolls 

& SON 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

TEL. 7593 

Lowell, Mass. 

208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

for 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

“Bonded Qleaning ” 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 8404 

Compliments of 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 
BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

FRESH FROSTED FOODS 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

95 BRIDGE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

A. STQWELL & CO. 


Jewelers and Silversmithg 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 

I'he Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 


All the newest and most popular books in 
fiction and nonfiction 

Compliment! of 

at 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 

LOWELL MASS 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Complimenti of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Printers and Box Makers 

Since 1900 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 


Telephone 5245 

Telephone 8494 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 


STATIONERS 

Compliments of 

GIFT SHOP-TOY SHOP 

^Milady Beauty Salon 

45 MERRIMACK STREET 

PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

2-9651 

INC. 


108 MERRIMACK ST. 

Compliments of 

The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Middlesex Supply Co. 

104-110 MIDDLESEX STREET 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

532 MERRIMACK STREET 

Telephone 6811 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mast. 

Telephone 8417 

FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

IN SEASON 

Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

“ For Your Health's Sake, Eat 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

More Fish" 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

W. J. HOARE 

Telephone 2-6653 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 
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Spring term! “Pong” of tennis racquets, Alumnae Day, strains of Prom 
melodies, scent of lilacs, Senior dinners, flutter of exam papers — echoes of 
farewell. Unaccustomed as we are to being inquisitive, we’d like to ask how it 
all went so quickly and also, we’d like to admit (ever so faintly) that perhaps 
“our school days are the best days of our lives.” 

-4/- J/- 41* 

7T W V W W W 

It would take reams of paper to tell every award winner and every 
tournament victor how completely wonderful we think her success is, so may we 
take this opportunity to say “Congratulations to you all”? 

-h- *«r 'K* *X* "X' 

It is said that the bitter must be taken with the sweet and we most heartily 
agree. On behalf of the school may we tell Miss McMillan how sorry we are to 
see her go and also try to tell her how much we appreciate all that she’s done. 
Best of luck to you, Miss McMillan — we’ll miss you ! 

****** 

And now the j^ear of 1939 is over and it’s time to make our way onward 
with fond memories “guiding us ever, as through Life we fare.” 
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THUNDER 

Hark, eternal thunder — 

What sayest thou tonight ? 

What streaks of glory singe the heavens, 
Turning all the world to light ? 

In spite of all this terror 
Can beauty really be ? 

In spite of ruthless, cruel bloodshed 
Is there any hope to see ? 

Hush, eternal thunder ! 

And heed now to man ’s cry — 

Oh, give us peace and lasting friendship, 
So that man no more will die ! 


Elsa Walker, ’40 
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HYMN TO THE SUN 


Dawn ! 

With virgin beauty 

The gentle morn goes silently 

On tiptoe up the sky. 

Triumphant now appears the sun 
And day o’erflows its cauldron 
Of the night. The stars are melted one by one 
In molten gold of sunlight rays, 

And now the sun in glorious blaze 
Dispels remaining gloom and haze. 

The waiting, hushed, expectant earth is filled 
With light. 


Adelaide Richter, ’40 
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THE ULTRA MODERN GENERATION 

When the local bridge club tosses your name over its cocktail glasses and 
through a cloud of smoke, you will soon discover you are a riotous member of 
that greatly criticized “younger generation.’’ The generation whose dresses 
are too short, whose make-up is too thick, whose clothes are too glamorous and 
whose walk is too sloucliy. There is the picture of the deb or sub-deb who fancies 
herself as an exotic creature and who pines to be a “femme fatale,” brooding- 
over her fatal fascination that makes otherwise sane men ready to die for her 
— she hopes ! Eye-shadow is smeared around her somewhat innocent and 
questioning eyes until she looks as if she had taken a bad beating from an also 
somewhat recent boy-friend. Up-turned hair plus some ninety-eight cent ear- 
rings is a style which does not call for the ultra-ultra baby talk that “speels” 
forth from those cupid bow lips plastered with the startling orchid lipstick. 
Confusia’s artificial finger-nails are apt to drop off leaving her in a most 
embarrassing situation — and all in all there appears to be a reason for criticism. 

P. S. I am a member of the “younger generation !” 


Jeanne Wise, ’39 
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SPRING 

The air is filled with magic ; 

Outside the room I see 

Tips of green and buds of lilac, 

A swallow soaring suddenly. 

This is no place for brooding — 

’Tis only meant for love, 

This heaven of slim white birches, 

Soft, silvery stars above. 

Sara Goff, ’39 
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WHAT TO DO WHEN YOU HAVE NOTHING TO DO 

To refer to the title — this is and always has been a very puzzling problem 
and I hope this modest essay will help at least one baffled soul. Now there is 
always the matter of the unanswered letter, which every so often pops up to 
bother your already over-burdened conscience. The thought that you had 
answered this letter would give you a proud sense of accomplishment and a 
chance to show your conscience that you had been only waiting for the propitious 
moment to answer it. And, of course, you could always read that very fashion- 
able book called ‘‘The Influence of Jean Jacques Rousseau on Our Modem 
Ideas,” which Mrs. van Ridgeway, Mrs. T. Hemmington, III, and the rest of the 
“arbitri elegantarium” think “so fascinating and enlightening,” but which 
bores you to tears. Another possibility is this business of clearing out drawers. 
Sooner or later you will have to break down and clean them out and it might just 
as well be now. On second thought, however, you had better forget about it, 
because if you had plenty of time that “ Oh-but-I-couldn ’t-part-with-that ” 
nature would assert itself and everything would go back into the drawer and you 
would have gained nothing but an aching back and an annoying sense of your 
utter folly at having attempted such a thing. What about that embroidery, 
knitting, or sewing that you never finished ? Get it out and finish it now, if you 
happen to be one of those rare souls who know where they put things five minutes 
after they are abandoned. If this does not happen to be one of your idiosyn- 
crasies, here is something else for you. Remember way back to the time when, in 
a burst of deliciously conscience-stricken remorse, you planned an aspiringly 
frugal budget? Why not make another? There’s no. harm in trying. Faint 
heart never made fair budget. Oh, there are just lots of things you can find to 
do if you will only take the time to think ! But, the thing I like most of all, the 
most inebriating, thoroughly captivating, and completely satisfying, is still 
simply nothing. 


Charlotte McDowell, ’39 
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THE EARLY BIRD 

Tho in the east the sun had not appeared, 

Faint, but few, the first bright beams had reared. 

“How grand ! The day is still so young,” he cheered 
And onward crawled, all joyous, unafraid. 

“Come back,” his neighbor cried, “This spree won’t do! 

Take heed ! Or your bold act you’ll surely rue ! ” 

He tossed his head and dipped in a pool of dew ; 

“Such elegant bliss!” he said. (If he only knew!) 

Then, suddenly, his neighbors, frightened, squirmed, 

Popped in their homes and shut the doors up firm. 

Too late ! Alas, he knew not when to turn — 

Ho ! Now the early bird has got this worm ! 

Carolyn Minor, ’40 
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LATIN 

Latin is the subject 

That never quite makes sense ; 

According to my translations 
There’s no such thing as tense. 

The difference between ablative and dative 
That ’s for you to guess ; 

And, if ablative, what kind ? 

It makes an awful mess. 

Aeneas does the queerest things 
When I do the translating. 

Did Dido kill herself for love, 

Or did she do the hating? 

Did the good land up in Tartarus 
Or in the Elysian Field ? 

Was Aeneas dead when he visited there? 
And what does the Sibyl reveal ? 

That is why Latin homework 
Is almost hopelessly hard ; 

And never has boasted an “A” 

On my report card. 


Anne Biggs, ’40 
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GHOSTS 

On a hushed, pensive evening, 

after childhood has lived its day, 
peace and quiet reign like queens. 

Yet who has not heard haunting 

voices echo from silent walls ? 

Sealed within their mellowed plaster, 

are childhood ’s rarest treasures 
where God alone can see. 

Ruth Hine, ’40 




ONE STORY OUT OF HUNDREDS 

There it was before her still, she would never forget it ; lashing, clawing, 
and monstrous it had descended. She buried her head in the cool hospital pillow, 
but the ghastly memory was still there. 

It had been her first visit to the sandy beach, and the first of her adored 
son, Timmy, also. The raging storm outside frightened her and the assurances 
of the Dogerts that such storms were frequent there, and the fun poked at her 
anxiety only annoyed her. The Dogerts claimed to be “old sea dogs,” having 
come to Seabreeze every summer of their lives, and ought to know, but she re- 
mained uneasy. Why, she couldn’t understand. Upstairs slept Timmy; he was 
all she had and if anything should happen to him ! She shuddered at the thought. 

Suddenly the frail summer cottage shook under a blast of wind, seeming 
to be fairly torn from its foundations. She started from her chair, shrieking, 
as a tree crashed on the roof above the kitchen. 

“No damage done,” was the report brought back, but by now she was in 
a panic. She musn ’t stay in this place a moment longer ! Rushing upstairs she 
hurriedly dressed the weeping Timmy and started down again. A terrible sight 
met her eyes as she came to the window at the foot of the stairs. She stood 
frozen with horror, Timmy clutched close to her, and watched. From the 
thrashing angry sea there rose a huge black wall of swirling water. Gathering 
up half the sea as it drew back, it raced forward carrying houses and trees before 
it, lashing, clawing, monstrous it had descended ! 

Deeper went her head into the cool white pillow and she fell into fitful 
slumber. Two nurses walked by. 

“It’s tragic,” said one to the other. 

‘ ‘ Her little son was found dead in her arms. It was only a miracle that 
saved her.” 


Carolyn Minor, ’40 
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A CAPE HOUSE DREAMS 

The old white house had been closed for years. Sheltered by an immense, 
gnarled oak, it gave the impression of being stylishly remote, having covered its 
graceful lines with clinging ivy and riotous rambler roses. A stunted apple-tree, 
behind the house, endeared the place to small boys who crept to the back door to 
peek and rush away with war whoops and earnest avowels that “I seen a ghost.” 

A Mr. Wade bought the house to convert it into a rooming house for the 
summer tourists. Upon finding old letters, pictures and quaint, hand-wrought 
samplers, he took them to his wife, a naturally sentimental, romantic person, who 
read in the chronologically sorted letters and daguerreotypes a story 

On December 15th, 1865, the new minister, with his younger sister, arrived 
in Wychmere to stay in the large parish house on Main Street. Dr. Andrews was 
a slight man of medium height who seemed entirely free of any worldly sin and 
his mild, blue eyes looked out upon his fellow-men with a bland contentment that 
saw no evil in anyone. Miss Andrews was an intelligent, dissatisfied girl who 
loved her brother, but patronized him ever so slightly. Everyone who came into 
contact with Caroline Andrews became conscious of a certain superiority and 
apartness which she wrapped like an armoured cloak about her. 

The Andrews were backed by an old Boston heritage and the formal Blue 
Book society of that time, wdiich may have inspired Caroline’s aloof nature. Dr. 
Andrews, though his father had died leaving him nothing but a good name, had 
been beautifully educated for the ministry. In his own gentle way he had been 
disappointed in the small parish that was to be expected in a tiny Cape town. 

It was a journey of two and a half days to Weymouth where they were met 
by the genial Mr. Eldridge who gossiped and chatted with them all the w r ay to 
Wychmere. It was snowing heavily when they drew up before the house and 
through the thick flakes it seemed to Caroline a haven of peace. The interior was 
typically Cape Cod with gay, hooked rugs and spattered floors; its only draw- 
back coming in the form of the childlike smiling Portuguese cook, Eva. Between 
the trials of Eva, and unpacking, a hectic morning was spent by Caroline so that 
she was in none too good a temper when, at three that afternoon, Wychmere 
society greeted her in the form of five or six middle-aged matrons. They 
were kindly, inquisitive women who soon found that they could not combat the 
cool reserve and barely smiling civility that Caroline presented to them. Im- 
mediately after their departure she wrote to her Boston friend, Anna, of their 
friendliness but, she added, “so entirely without polish or knowledge of our dear 
city.” 

Carlyle Andrews was happy. These people had exalted ideas of a minister 
and he lived up to them. He was gentle, but firm. His sermons, usually flowery, 
were always quiet. For never did he raise his voice or bang the pulpit as one 
transient radical had done before him. They enjoyed him, asked his counsel, 
planned with him the small entertainments of the church benefits — almost the 
only life in Wychmere — but Caroline was left alone, by preference. 
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As the winter wore on she grew quieter, unhappier. She had loved the 
inertia of the town for the peace it gave her. Now it seemed as if the house were 
her cell, Wychmere, the narrow prison limits. She missed Anna terribly, but 
realized that a visit would only make her long the more for the city. It was 
impossible to leave Carlyle, so vague and dreaming that life without someone 
to push him constantly would mean an unreal, hazy existence of ill-prepared 
sermons, irregular meals and the absence of umbrellas, topcoats, hats and rubbers. 

A surcease from her boredom came in the way of Mrs. Snow’s young 
eligible, Ralph. He was pleasant, very uncomplex, tall, blonde and quite 
handsome. During his spring vacation he was constantly at the house and they 
sat together under the sprawling oak, on the bench, while he talked of Harvard 
and his ambition to become a lawyer. She listened with growing interest and one 
day he informed her that he had spoken to her brother, he had given his consent 
and would she, upon his graduation in June, be his wife? She assented, and as 
they sat, hand in hand, beneath the oak, she planned their life in Boston. He 
turned to her laughingly and corrected her. He was to practice law in Wychmere. 
Suddenly, she felt weak while she heard his voice go on. 

‘ £ Did 3'ou think that I would ever be able to leave Cape Cod ? This is my 
home — sometimes in Cambridge I grew so homesick for the sea breezes and the 
gulls and the sight of the dunes, or the sound of the fishermen at the docks. ...” 
He caught himself abruptly, blushing. It was the first time he had ever voiced 
his feeling for this tiny bit of land sticking out in the Atlantic. 

Caroline spoke sharply, her face set, “I hate it! The same talk — the lack 
of really fashionable shops — the ugly scrub-pines (remembering the graceful 
foliage of the Common). ...” She stopped and looked at him, her head a little 
too high, her eyes, usually so demurely blue, now mirrors of contempt. “The 
gulls, the dunes — what are they? Certainly not what I would ever want! As 
for you — I see you now — as narrow-minded and bigoted as the rest of these small 
town people !” 

With that she ran into the house leaving Ralph red, bewildered and a little 
angry, but with the conviction that she herself did not know at what she had lost 
her temper and that everything would turn out for the best. 

He was wrong. That night at the postoffice, where everyone gathered — 
partly for the mail, partly to talk over the burning political question of the 
day — he saw her. She walked past him, her head bent over a letter. He took her 
arm. “Miss And. . . .Caroline, I’m sorry.” He paused, blundered, “You’re 
probably sorry, too.” She looked up and straight through him, disengaged 
herself and walked away Perhaps then, if he had rushed after her — told her 
that with him she would not mind the dull, everyday things — that scorn would 
have gone; she would have stayed in Wychmere with him, proud of his little 
successes, happy because she loved him. 

Instead she walked homeward alone, her head still bent over the letter 
while he stood for a few minutes, hurt and desolate, looking after her, then 
turned quickly and walked down to the beach. It was not much use to sit in the 
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darkness, hearing the tiny crash and the surging rush of the receding waves; hut 
it was consoling. 

Caroline became eolder and more distant as the months passed. Even in 
her letters to Anna she was more formal and her remarks on her neighbors more 
biting. Of Ralph, only that “I shall not see Mr. Snow again, for my own very 
good reasons.” Anna laughed at her for that. 

The years slipped on. Ralph had long sinee started his law practice and 
had rapidly beeome well-known. Dr. Andrews, his smile as benign as ever, had 
a tiny frown of worry puekering his forehead. Caroline sang about the house 
no more, did not tease him, and the way she smiled when he said, “God willed it 
for the best,” after the young Thompson hoy had died, eoneerned him greatly. 
He never asked her why she had not accepted Ralph ; that was her own matter. 
But she grew more listless, her voiee beeame flat and her usual springy walk 
dragged. He also noticed that the letters to Boston grew fewer and fewer. 

She did not enjoy the beach, the oeean held no joys for her ; but lately she 
felt herself drawn to it and on a grey day in late September, she hastened down 
the road to the harbor, and over to the breakwater, without quite knowing why. 
The sky was filled with fat, little elouds over-lapping one another like fish seales — 
a mackerel sky, the fishermen ealled it. The gulls’ cries were plaintive and a fog 
was stealing in off the sound in long white spiralling wisps. The wind was south- 
east, not blowing strongly, hut hard enough to make the sea quite rough. A 
dingy, white dory eomplete with oars was drawn up on the sand and the tide, 
unusually high, was tapping at its stern. Caroline walked over to it with the 
mist and the fog billowing wildly about her — she so neat, was pushing the heavy 
boat into the water, knee-deep in the breaking waves. Finally she pulled herself 
in and started to row. The fog was denser, heavier, and after the end of the 
breakwater was out of sight, a white wall closed her in with no sound breaking the 
oppressive stillness hut the lap, lap of the water on the dory’s sides, the gulls’ 
tiny muffled sereams and the grumble of the oars turning into their loeks. She 
rowed for a long time, then, quite methodically, slipped the oars to the bottom of 
the boat, sat looking downward at the dark, restless waves and with scarcely a 
splash, slid overboard. 

Somehow Carlyle was not heart-broken. She had been a changed woman ' 
with the end of her girlhood. A woman unknown to him, and even to herself, he 
believed. Anna, a tired sweet-faced woman, traveled down for the funeral. 
When he said, “She eonld always swim quite well,” she had looked at him as a 
mother would at a small child, and had taken his hand ; at whieh he had been 
terribly flustered, then, imagining himself her bulwark of strength, had 
straightened himself and patted her shoulder. 

She left the day following the funeral and Carlyle, at first, felt very mueh 
alone in the house, hut his neighbors were so very kind and sympathetic, and Eva 
so well-trained by Caroline’s efforts, that things went on mueh the same as before. 

Ralph stayed a baehelor to the end of his days. He was always a simple, 
direct man and made a sueeess of himself. When he had been told of her death, 
he had bent his head quiekly and, as if no one had been with him, said, in a queer 


10 


SPLINTERS 


strained voice, “The very thing that made this town what it is — the very thing 
anyone would liken her to — the sea ! Oh ! Caroline ! ’ ’ That was all. 

Dr. Andrews lived in the old, white house for many years afterward. 
Upon his death it was decided that a new parish house should be built next to the 
church. 

* # # # # # 

The old white house had been boarded up for years. Sheltered by an 
immense, gnarled oak it gave the impression of being stylishly remote, having 
covered its graceful lines with clinging ivy and riotous rambler roses. A stunted 
apple-tree behind the house endeared the place to small boys who crept to the 
back door to peck and rush away with war-whoops and earnest avowals that “I 
seen a ghost!” Who knows? Perhaps they had. 

Mary Ellen Winship, ’40 


« 

PANORAMA 

The din; the dirt, the tall, jagged spires of Gotham protruding into the 
ether ; the monotonous tenements ; the aimless masses existing in filthy squalor 
— it’s all behind in a moment. 

The Palisades, jutting, defiant, colorful, form the bounds of the sparkling 
Hudson and guide it on its never-ending trek to the sea. 

Sunset; iridescent rays of saffron light bedizen the country side and 
illumine the river as if each ripple and wavelet contained tiny, glowing candles 
forever quivering in the evening breeze. 

Nightfall ; the purple shadows of a summer evening clothe the drowsy land 
of Rip Van Winkle in a blanket of inky darkness. The vigilant stars appear, one 
by one, with chimerical power looking far after the fleeing sun. 

Morning; doubtful and hesitant from a cloudy Pullman window. Jolting, 
joshing through villages, towns, cities, fertile fields of verdant corn and golden 
sheaves of shimmering wheat — the breadbasket of the Nation. The muddy snake- 
like Mississippi with its turbulent forces now in control, eddies and swirls along, 
wary of the inexorable strength it wields over man. 

Endlessly on into the waning day and approaching hours of darkness 
rolls the palatial, girded monster of steel. Again the stars look down — this time 
on snug farmhouses, cylindrical silos and mile after mile of gently inclined hills 
abundant with productive vegetation. 

In contrast, dawn brings badlands, dry, arid expanses of sterile wastes, 
watered occasionally by pervasive showers and dotted with tantalizing mirages. 

At last, journey’s end and debarkation. Mountains, tall and impressive 
— some bare and crested with crystalline snow, some garbed in woodland splendor, 
casting purple shadows on green valleys bordered with cottonwoods. Torrential 
streams, carpets of pine, the savory pungency of sage, a cloudless sky, horses, the 
creaking of saddle leather, home and peace. 


Betty Woodruff, ’39 


Seniors 



CLASS SONG 

(DEEP IN A DREAM) 


The year now lias passed 
And it’s time to depart ; 

There are tears in our eyes 
And there ’s pain in each heart, 

Yet please do not grieve 
For although we must leave 
To you we will e’er he true. 

The white picket fence 
And the columns so fair ; 

The House and the Hall 
With which nothing compare ; 

The thought of good-byes 
Now brings tears to our eyes 
For friends whom we hid adieu. 

It holds its sorrows, 

Its fun, laughs, and sighs 

And the tears we have shed through the year. 

Rogers Hall, though now we are leaving, 

Your memories will always be near. 

We keep in our hearts 
The fond hope to return ; 

Forever and ever 
Our candle will burn ; 

Whether near or afar 
You will shine as a star — 

A symbol we hold of you. 


J. H. 

J. M. AV. 




JEANNE WISE 
President 

11 Mamaroneck Road 
Scarsdale, New York 

Kava Club ; President Kava Club, ’39 ; President of 
Senior Class, ’39 ; Splinters Literary Board, '39 ; Sub- 
Hockey, ’39; Hockey, ’39; Basketball, ’38, ’39; Basket- 
ball Manager, ’39; Tennis, ’38; Swimming, ’38, ’39; 
Baseball, ’38, ’39 ; Student Council, ’38, ’39 ; Exeter 
Dance, ’38; Senior Reception, ’38; Glee Club, ’38; 
Gilbert and Sullivan Operetta, ’38 ; Chairman of 
Senior Prom, ’39 ; Christmas Pageant, ’38 ; Senior 
Marshal at Commencement, ’38; R. H., ’38, ’39; Water 
Pageant, ’39. 


CHARLOTTE ANN HOOD 
Vice-President 
2041 Glenwood Avenue 
Toledo, Ohio 

Kava Club ; Vice-President Senior Class, ’39 ; 
Marshal for School, ’38; President of Student Council, 
’38; Student Council, ’38; Senior Editor of Splinters, 
’39; I. R. C., ’39; 2nd Basketball, ’38; Sub-Basketball, 
’39; Hockey, ’38; Mid-Winter Prom, ’38; Andover 
Dance, ’38; Exeter Dance, ’39; Commencement Play 
Usher, ’38; Christmas Pageant, ’38; Operetta Usher, 
’39 ; Water Pageant, ’39 ; Music Appreciation Prize, 
’39. 




DOROTHEA BEZANSON 
628 Main Street 
Woburn, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Mid-Winter Prom, ’38; Exeter Dance, 
’38; Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, ’39; Christmas 
Pageant, ’38; Water Pageant, ’39; Class Day Usher, 
’38; Baseball, ’39. 


EMILY JANE BOYER 
413 State Street 
North Adams, Mass. 

Kava Club ; Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’37 ; Music 
Recital Usher, ’37; Commencement Usher, ’38; 
Student Council, ’38, ’39; Water Pageant, ’39. 





GWENDOLYN BROCKLEHURST 
48 Steadman Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Splinters Business Board, ’39; Hockey, 
’38; Basketball, ’38, ’39; Baseball, ’38; Andover Dance, 
’39 ; Senior Play, ’38, ’39 ; Dramatics Plays, ’38, ’39 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’38; Senior Reception, ’38; Water 
Pageant, ’39. 



MARTHA ANN COOK 
1033 Franklin Avenue 
Columbus, Indiana 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’39; Senior Prom, ’39; Water 
Pageant, ’39; Tennis, ’39. 



EMILY ANN COWLES 
Box 222 

Green Bay, Wisconsin 


ANN CUTLER 
381 Lafayette Street 
Salem, Massachusetts 


Kava Club ; Sub-Hockey, ’38 ; Andover Dance, ’38 ; 
Mid-Winter Prom, ’38; Voice Training Play, ’38; 
Music Recital, ’38, ’39; Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’39; 
Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, ’39 ; Glee Club, ’38, 
’39 ; Senior Luncheon, ’38 ; Senior Reception, ’38 ; 
Senior Play, ’38; Head Usher Class Day, ’38; Secre- 
tary of Student Council, ’38; Student Council, ’39; 
Splinters Business Board, ’39; Hallowe’en Party, ’39; 
Exeter Dance, ’39; Water Pageant, ’39; Music Appre- 
ciation Prize, ’39. 


Cae Club; Mid-Winter Prom, ’38; Senior Prom, 
’39 ; Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, ’39 ; Glee 
Club, ’38, ’39; Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’39; Water 
Pageant, ’39. 








ELAINE DEL CASTILLO 
28 Lincoln Street 
Belmont, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Splinters Literary Board, ’39; I. R. C., 
’39; Glee Club, ’39; Gilbert and Sullivan Operetta, ’39; 
Christmas Pageant, ’39; Water Pageant, ’39; Bad- 
minton, ’39. 


PATRICIA EMISON 
2335 North Park Boulevard 
Santa Ana, California 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’39 ; Captain Hockey, ’39 ; 
Basketball, ’39; Captain Basketball, ’39; Ping Pong, 
’39; Baseball, ’39; Dramatics Plays, *39; Senior Play, 
’39 ; Christmas Pageant, ’39 ; Gilbert and Sullivan 
Operetta, ’39 ; Glee Club, ’39 ; I. R. C, '39 ; Christmas 
Vespers, ’39; Splinters Business Board, ’39; Andover 
Dance, ’39 ; Chairman Hallowe’en Party, ’39 ; R. H., 
’39; Water Pageant, '39; Athletic Cup, ’39; Tennis 
Cup, ’39; Swimming, ’39; Tennis, ’39; Badminton, ’39. 



SARA GOFF 
Northford, Connecticut 

Kava Club ; Andover Dance, ’38 ; Exeter Dance, ’38 
Student Council, ’38, ’39 ; Secretary Student Council 
’39; Hallowe'en Party, ’38; Christmas Vespers, ’38 
Chairman Senior Luncheon, ’38 ; Class Day Usher 
’38; Senior Reception, ’38; President of I. R. C., ’39 
Editor-in-Chief of Splinters, ’39; Senior Prom, ’39 
Water Pageant, ’39. 



JANET HOLLISTER 
914 Elmwood Avenue 
Wilmette, Illinois 

Cae Club; Glee Club, ’39; Gilbert and Sullivan 
Operetta, ’39; Hockey, ’39; Riding, ’39; Senior Prom, 
’39. 







NANCY LAWDER 
22 West 12th Street 
New York City 

Cae Club; Splinters Literary Board, ’38, ’39; Sub- 
Hockey, ’38; Hockey, '39; Basketball, ’39; Baseball, 
'38; Mid-Winter Prom, ’38; Hallowe’en Party, ’39; 
Senior Prom, ’39; Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, 
’39; Glee Club, ’38, ’39; Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’39; 
Senior Play, ’39; Dramatics Plays, ’39; Voice Train- 
ing* Plays, ’38; Senior Luncheon, ’38; Senior Recep- 
tion, ’38; Class Day Usher, ’38; Student Council, ’39; 
Water Pageant, ’39; Olive Sewall Parsons Honor, ’39; 
Dramatics Prize, ’39, 


CHARLOTTE McDOWELL 
16 Gibson Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Splinters Literary Board, ’39; Hockey, 
’38, ’39; Basketball, ’38; Sub-Basketball, ’39; Swim- 
ming, ’38, ’39; Baseball, ’38, ’39; Glee Club, ’38, ’39; 
Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’39; Senior Luncheon, ’38; 
Commencement Usher, ’38; R. H., ’38, ’39; Water 
Pageant, ’39; Splinters Essay Prize, ’39. 



LETITIA PAYNE 
29 Walworth Avenue 
Scarsdale, New York 

Kava Club; Christmas Pageant, ’38; Dramatics 
Plays, ’39; Senior Play, ’39; Hockey, ’39; Basketball, 
’39; Baseball, ’39; Cheer Leader, ’39; Exeter Dance, 
’39; Water Peageant, ’39. 



EVELYN PORTER 
34 Clark Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Sub-Hockey, ’39; Christmas Pageant, 
’37, ’38, ’39; Glee Club, ’37, ’38, ’39; Gilbert and 
Sullivan Operettas, ’38, ’39; Dramatics Plays, ’39; 
Commencement Play, ’39 ; Senior Prom, ’39. 








THAIS PREBLE 
236 Rogers Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, *39; 
Glee Club, ’37, ’38, ’39; Voice Training Plays, ’38; 
Christmas Pageant, ’37, ’38, ’39; Class Day Usher, ’38; 
Water Pageant, ’39; Sub-Baseball, ’39. 


CONSTANCE QUA 
141 Holyrood Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; President of Cae Club, ’39; Riding, ’36, 
’37, ’38, ’39; Hockey, ’36, ’37, ’38; Basketball, ’38, ’39; 
Ping Pong, ’38, ’39; Baseball, ’38, ’39; R. H, ’38, ’39; 
Captain Basketball, ’38 ; Manager Ping Pong, ’38 ; 
Manager Badminton, ’38, ’39; Exeter Dance, ’38; 
Senior Prom, ’39; Splinters Literary Board, ’38; 
Student Council, ’38, ’39 ; Senior Reception, ’38 ; 
Faculty Marshal for Commencement, ’38 ; Christmas 
Pageant, ’36, ’37; Water Pageant, ’39; Underhill 
Honor, ’39. 



ANN LOUISE SCARRITT 
1215 West 57th Street 
Kansas City, Missouri 

Kava Club; Secretary-Treasurer Kava, ’39; 
Hockey, ’38, ’39; Basketball, ’38, ’39; Baseball, ’38, ’39; 
Mgr, Baseball, ’38; Capt. Baseball, ’39; Operetta, ’38; 
Glee Club, ’38; Christmas Pageant, ’38; Senior Re- 
ception, ’38; Commencement Play Usher, ’38; R. H., 
’38, ’39; Splinters Business Board, ’38; Splinters 
Business Manager, ’39; Andover Dance, ’38; Christ- 
inas Play Usher, ’39; Usher Operetta, ’39; Senior 
Prom, ’39 ; Posture Cup, ’39. 



JANE WESCOTT 
314 Stillwater Avenue 
Old Town, Maine 

Kava Club ; Sub-Hockey, ’38 ; Sub-Basketball, ’39 ; 
Riding, ’38, ’39; Old Girl-New Girl Party, ’38; Mid- 
winter Formal, ’38; I. R. C., ’39; Christmas Pageant, 
’38, ’39; Dramatics Plays, ’39; Voice Training Plays, 
’38; Christmas Vespers, ’39; Andover Dance, ’39; 
Senior Luncheon, ’38 ; Commencement Usher, ’38 ; 
Commencement Play Usher, ’38; Water Pageant, ’39. 






BETTY WOODRUFF 
68 High Street 
Milford, Connecticut 


DOROTHY YOUNG 
207 Brewster Road 
Scarsdale, New York 


Cae Club; Glee Club, ’38, ’39; Student Council, ’38, 
'39; President of Student Council, ’39; Andover 
Dance, ’38 ; Andover Dance Chairman, ’39 ; Exeter 
Dance Chairman, ’39 ; Mid-winter Prom, ’38 ; Com- 
mencement Usher, ’38 ; Senior Luncheon, ’38 ; Sub- 
Basketball, ’38 ; Basketball, ’39 ; Riding, ’38 ; Sub- 
Hockey, ’38; Gilbert and Sullivan Operettas, ’38, ’39; 
Christmas Pageant, ’38, ’39; Dramatics Plays, ’39; 
Voice Training Plays, ’38; Commencement Play, ’38, 
’39 ; Splinters Business Board, ’38, ’39 ; Cheer Leader, 
’38, ’39; Christmas Vespers, ’39; I. R. C., ’39; Water 
Pageant, ’39 ; Helen Fairbanks Hill Award, ’39. 


Cae Club; Secretary-Treasurer Cae Club, ’39; Sub- 
Hockey, ’37 ; Hockey, ’38 ; Baseball, ’39 ; Exeter 
Dance, ’38; Senior Prom, ’39; Senior Luncheon, ’38; 
Commencement Play Usher, ’38 ; Senior Reception, 
’38 ; Splinters Business Board, ’39 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’38; Operetta Usher, ’38, ’39; Water Pageant, ’39. 


TO THE SENIORS 

(THANKS FOB E VERYTHING) 

Thanks for everything, 

All the moments we’ve had here with .you ; 

Thanks for everything, 

Your friendship so lasting and true. 

For taking the skies of gray 
And making them blue, 

For taking our cares away, 

We give our thanks to you. 

So thanks for everything, 

A year of real happiness; 

Thanks to you alone 

For the memories we’ll always possess. 

You made our year one of fun 
And now that it’s all through, 

We’ll say for everything — 

Our thanks to you. 

A. R. 

M. E. W. 


18 


SPLINTERS 


CLASS PROPHECY 

Take-off in ten minutes! All aboard, for Cleveland, Birmingham, 
Chicago and all points west 

“Oh, dear, not one of the girls is here yet — they’ll just never learn to keep 
their appointments.” As I paced up and down the field impatiently, I heard a 
rumble and a unique combination of screeching brakes and pathetic groans — 
turning suddenly, I recognized it as Lowell’s contribution for transporting the 
masses — you’ve guessed it — our good old school bus with its familiar letterings 
SPECIAL. With a sigh of relief I rushed forth to meet a bevy of 39’ers led by 
a nut-brown maiden. In spite of being armed to the teeth with tennis, golf, 
hockey and even her ping-pong equipment, she flashed that appealing smile 
pictured by every candid camera in the country. 

“Why, of course, it’s our class president, Jeanne Wise, known to the 
sports world as J. Maria Wisie, Olympic champion in diving, swimming and 
tennis. ” 

“Hi, say, do I have time to shoot a few balls before we leave? This is my 
last chance to practice for the tournament,” Dodging cleverly behind Maria’s 
swinging mashee, emerged two very wise looking souls — yes, I’m still talking 
about the class of ’39 — Connie Qua and Charlotte McDowell, or should I say 
Professors, for Connie is now President of AVellesley and Charlotte, having ful- 
filled her life-long ambition, is the head of the McDowell Physiotherapy Institute 
in Boston, (which reminds me — I do hope she will explain to her ignorant class- 
mates the meaning of Physiotherapy). 

Who is that glamorous young lady with the auburn hair — she looks 
vaguely familiar but — Why, it’s Martie Cook with those long curly locks she had 
always pined for and very patriotically dressed in Dartmouth green, for good 
old Martie, still gallivanting around Hanover, is now the campus widow — Lee, 
but a thing of the past (but more of that later). Behind her strolled Jane Boyer 
busily dictating orginal fables in that voice so beloved by her radio fans, for she 
has her own weekly program — “Dear Children.” Dashing Jane’s words down in 
shorthand was efficient Thais Preble, now private secretary for none other than 
John Galsworthy the Third, (she was apparently taking a busman’s holiday) ! 
Last but not least to alight from the bus was Mrs. Paul Tucker, formerly Evelyn 
Porter, all smiles as she towed a small child — a replica of Evelyn herself — 
behind her. It seemed that she was painting a portrait of Paul-inc for her 
husband — their twenty-second anniversary was the following June. 

All seven piled eagerly on the plane with various belongings. Only two 
more to arrive before we left. In the distance I saw a small speck darting 
towards me followed by another speck ; the one in the lead seemed to glide along 
as on roller skates. Hastily grabbing my binoculars and peering through, I saw 
those little dots on the horizon enlarge into two people — the first, was our 
talented ballerina, Gwen Brocklehurst — twirling and perching in her toe 
slippers, for she was fresh from rehearsal of the American Ballet. The attentive 
Murray was with her, of course. The other, was Tish Payne, now a most 
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prominent fashion designer, who had created the style of people shellacking 
their feet and piitting rings on their toes instead of wearing “those old-fashioned 
shoes.” After everyone was completely rattled from our eager greetings, I 
signalled the pilot and we were off for the blue sky. My only regret was that 
Dot Bezanson wasn’t able to be with us — or so, I thought — however, as I was a 
novice in flying I became slightly air-sick and rang for the hostess. Who should 
it be but Dot? She told us of her wonderful job — head of all air hostesses of 
TWA. 

So busy were we dosing out the never-failing gossip that we didn’t re- 
alize we were landing in Cleveland until the first bump on the ground. Only 
one of our rapidly increasing group was to board the plane here, Ann Cutler 
Bassett. Yes, that was a surprise. AVe never dreamed she’d marry that old 
friend of Martie’s, Lee Bassett. This happy couple were the “tops” of the 
Cleveland “four hundred” — always entertaining. On our way to Birmingham 
she and Martie glared at each other for awhile but Connie, who being in charge 
of so many girls at college was gifted in the art of peacemaking, quickly changed 
the focus of their eyes. Besides the roar of the motor and Thais’ banging away 
on the typewriter, Jane Boyer was reading aloud this week’s broadcast and 
Jeanne Wise slamming tennis balls around — the others were only shouting. 
Very peaceful like our school days. 

Of course, you’re wondering whom we are to pick up in Birmingham — 
our southern rebel, Dot Young. She was waiting for us near the hangar 
bouncing her first grand-child proudly on her knee and at the same time wav- 
ing a huge ice cream cone at us — Dot’s, not the baby’s. Now married to the 
president of an ice cream concern, Dot was blissfully happy — round and rosy, 
too. She had brought gallons of ice cream to us, so cn route to Chicago we had 
quite a party. There we met Sara and Charlotte. Dr. Goff, having just com- 
pleted a new formula for the removal of all gray mice from the New England 
states, was gaily beaming — and we hardly blame her. Both she and Charlotte 
work at the Mayo Clinic where Miss Hood is head dietitian. Rumors have it 
that these two girls are racing in strong competition for one of the physicians 
at Mayo’s — above all, he is a HARVARD student! AVe were delayed for at 
least an hour waiting for Janet Hollister, the house humorist of our school days. 
Finally, she tumbled in, four gangly sons tearing behind her — all of them in 
football uniform. From her lips came the old familiar pun — “Well, ’air we 
are — get it ? ” After repeating her sincerest apologies for keeping us waiting, 
Jan explained that Harry Jr. was in his first varsity game at Beloit, that 
famous western college, and she was so anxious to see him play. His father 
went there, you know, so she must keep up family traditions. 

Our plane was steadily filling up. Emily Ann Cowles joined us in 
Green Bay. Swarms of her clients were at the field to see her off. I could 
hear her last minute instructions: “If you don’t marry so and so wire me at 
once” and “Don’t tell him your age yet.” Yes, Emily Ann’s long practice in 
arranging Andover dates for Rogers Hall girls had come into good use, for she 
is now owner of the Wisconsin Matrimonial Bureau. So famous was it that 
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Shirley Temple had asked for an interview. It was through Cowlesy that she 
and Freddie Bartholomew became married. 

The steward shouted — “Ready for Reno, Albuquerque, Cheyenne and 
Santa Ana. Take-off in two minutes!” 

The trip from Green Bay didn’t seem very long — Sara, Charlotte, Emily 
Ann, and Ann Cutler were deep in a game of contract — they never had stopped 
playing. 

I suppose you are wondering which one of our classmates is in Reno? 
If you don’t already know, turn to page 3787 of Who’s Who in America where 
you will find the name of seven-times divorced Ann Louise Scarritt. Her re- 
cent marriage had incurred the wrath of the Nazi nation, as she, by her magnetic 
means of attraction, had forced their ruler Adolf Hitler the Second from the 
dictatorship of Germany. 

Despite this scandal Ann was still keeping tabs on Parker B. 

We had scarcely landed in Cheyenne when Betty Woodruff galloped 
down on her bucking bronco! “Wah-oo! Ride-em-cowboy, ” yelled Dnffy as 
she did a half-twist off the back of her horse. Her cowboy-husband followed 
directly behind her with devoted eyes. They now owned a dude ranch which 
comprised most of Wyoming — well, part of it, anyway. 

In Albuquerque, we picked up that famous maestro of the piano and 
composer of Spanish sonatas, Miss Elaine del Castillo whom we are proud to 
speak of as one of our class of ’39. She was now studying the Spanish Indians 
whose life will serve as a background for her new opera of the great South-West. 

Leaving picturesque New Mexico we flew the last remaining miles to 
Santa Ana, in only a few hours. Landing in the great waters of the Pacific, 
Ave coasted into the shore where our eager hostess, Pat Emison, and a flock of 
yapping, wire-haired terriers pounced on us simultaneously. Oh, these hospitable 
Californians ! Piled layer upon layer in brilliant yelloAV convertibles, we Avere 
driven to Pat’s smart and exclusive Sand and Surf Club, patronized chiefly by 
the movie colony. Considerate to the end, Pat had arranged all kinds of social 
affairs for our benefit — one of the main events to he a golf tournament betAveen 
the eastern and Avestern champion, the Misses AVisc and Emison. 

Again gazing through my binoculars — no, I hadn’t lost them yet — I 
seav a tremendous battleship of the U. S. NaA-y anchored in the short distance. 
Jumping from its ladder onto a surfboard was a black-haired maiden in a 
Hawaiian sarong being shoAvered Avith leis by the handsome Admiral on deck. 
Soon I recognized this happy pair as Jane Wescott and Edward Everett Love- 
joy. Too much in love to bother about conventions, Jane sported her native 
attire anyAvhere at any time. 

All this was a far cry from my simple homestead in the quiet hills of 
Vermont. But I must say that my friends Averc most enthusiastic in their 
criticism of the pictures which LIFE so vividly portrayed, in their last issue, 
of my rambling farm house Avith its carefully collected antiques. They parti- 
cularly raved about the combination barn, theatre and Avorkshop. Best of all 


SENIOR EVENTS 


21 


was the fact that they appreciated my “hill-billy converts” at work on various 
original sketches and characterizations of their native surroundings. 

The Editors of that famous “weekly” quite outdid themselves in pic- 
turing so effectively the low-ceilinged interiors of my Vermont retreat. As Jane 
Wescott so aptly put it, “Nothing has struck the country with such a bang since 
Hyde Park came to LIFE.” 

Forgive us this pun. 

Nancy Lawder 
Betty Woodruff 


SENIOR PARTIES 

Our first Senior tea and what fun! Mrs. Shepard (Ann Cutler’s grand- 
mother) was ever so nice and made the afternoon very enjoyable for us. Who 
will ever forget the flags, “Duchess,” the “Nugget,” and that adorable school- 
room? Needless to say, the food was plentiful and delicious and weren’t the 
others envious when we each came back with a box of candy? 

E. A. C. 

Lobsters, steaks, and cute place cards depicting one’s personality formed 
the setting for our Senior dinner at the 1775 House in Lexington. The clatter 
of dishes and shrill feminine voices rang out clear until Mrs. McGay gave that 
familiar tap on her glass and the murmurs died away as we read the following 
inscriptions : 

Dorothea Bezanson — 

Melody and bright reds 
Dimity curtains 
“Mademoiselle” 

Jane Boyer — 

Red lollypops and pop-corn 
China cups and saucers 
Thoughtful gestures 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst — 

Bolts of plaid 
Tea and crumpets 
Ballet Russe 

Martha Cook — 

“Good ole songs” and frosted glasses 
Junior League meetings 
Dinner at eight 

Emily Ann Cowles — 

Full skirts and gay colors 
Jan Savitt’s arrangements 
Flashing Buicks 
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Ann Cutler — 

Song and ripples of laughter 
Old-fashioned bouquets 

Precious pictures 

Elaine del Castillo — 

Cosy chairs and good books 

Neatly turned phrases 

Strains of Mendelssohn 

Patricia Emison — 

Bright sunshine and swift serves 
Powerful Cadillacs 

Pep 

Sara Goff — 

Long walks 

Old houses and antiques 

Yale blue 

Janet Hollister — 

Long-distance phone calls 

Impulsive decisions 

High-strung horses 

Charlotte Hood — 


Nancy Lawder — 

Chintz and tinkling glasses 

Chromium kitchens and shining scales 
Roaring fires 

Wind in her hair 

Red gloves and little-girl hats 

Curtain calls 

Charlotte McDowell — 

Dancing to soothing strains 

Novel coiffures 

Tish Payne — 

Boundless energy 

Evelyn Porter — 

Pop-corn and red convertibles 

Tinkling telephones 

Swimming-pools 

Thais Preble — 

Red roses 

Snow white cottages 

Scent of perfume 

Volumes of Galsworthy 

Novelty jewelry 

Royal, Underwood, L. C. Smith 
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Constance Qua — 

Swift skiis and sunny slopes 
Women’s clubs 
Well-groomed horses 

Ann Louise Scarritt — 

Sequins and moonlight 
Exciting parties 
Laughter 

Jane Wescott — 

Cheering sections and tweed 
Sophisticated swing 
Bright colors 

Jeanne Wise — 

Beach clubs and bright sandals 
Committee meetings 
Slinky convertibles 

Betty Woodruff — 

Glossy black spaniels 
Patter of little feet 
Women’s clubs 

Dorothy Young — 

Corn bread ’n fried chicken 

Pillared houses and echoes of children ’s laughter 

Gay parties 

Gwendolyn Brocklehijrst 
Sara Goff 
Tish Payne 

J. W. 

“Rogers Hall, Class of 1939” — Mrs. Parker had had the cake decorated 
especially for us and didn’t Ann Louise do an admirable job of cutting it ! Even 
the impending danger of that history test did not mar our fun. No bevy of 
Hollywood beauties has ever been so much photographed — we even had props 
in the form of a smooth convertible ! 

C. A. H. 

As one freshman was heard to remark, “All you Seniors do is eat!” 
(which is just about it.) However, we had our last dinner Friday night at the 
Hartshorne House in Wakefield. After eating more than we care to admit, we 
returned for the traditional custom of throwing forget-me-nots to the Under- 
graduates — midst many sighs and many tears (which soon disappeared, how- 
ever, at the sight of ice-cream and movies of old graduations, shown with the 
Seniors’ gift, a movie projector.) 


S. E. G. 
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SONGS 

Charlotte Hood — Have a Heart 
Jane Boyer — How Can I Forget You ! 

Emily Ann Cowles — Oh, That Little Fraternity Pin 
Pat Emison — Never Felt Better 
Janet Hollister — I’m Just Wild About Harry 
Evelyn Porter — I’m Happy About the Whole Thing 
Nancy Lawder — Are You in the Mood for Mischief? 

Thais Preble — Sweet Girl 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst — He May be Your Man 
Sara Goff — I Have Eyes 

Ann Cutler — What is This Thing Called Love? 

Charlotte McDowell — Got No Time 

Connie Qua — Don’t Ever Change 

Dot Bezanson — There’s Something About an Old Love 

Elaine del Castillo — Let Me Sleep Tonight 

Dot Young — It’s All so New to Me 

Martha Cook — Keepin’ Out of Mischief Now 

Betty Woodruff — I’ll Never Fail You 

Tish Payne — Strictly Swing 

Ann Louise Scarritt — You’re So Desirable 

Jane Wescott — Undecided 

Jeanne Wise — Orchids to You S. G. 

J. W. 


THE PERFECT 1939 SENIOR 

Hair — Jeanne Wise 

Eyes — Emily Ann Cowles 

Nose — Martha Cook 

Mouth — Evelyn Porter 

Teeth and smile — Ann Louise Scarritt 

Coloring — Jane Boyer 

Fig u re — Charlotte McDowell 

II a nds — C iiaelotte Hood 

Legs — Betty Woodruff 

Feet — Dot Bezanson 

Brains — Connie Qua 

Manner — Gwen Brocklehurst 

Disposition — Elaine del Castillo 

Composure — Thais Preble 

Initiative — Sara Goff 

I ndivid ua lit y — Ja ne W escott 

V iva cio usness — Nancy Lawder 

Humor — Janet Hollister 
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Pep — Tish Payne 
Athletic Ability — Pat Emison 
D ress— A nn Cutler 
Personality — Dot Young 

CLASS WILL 

Jeanne Wise leaves that Coney Island-sun porch tan to “Snow White” 
Jean Frischkorn. 

Emily Anne Cowles, her unique collection of records for the purpose of 
providing eager students with a more intimate knowledge of swing. 

To Teeto Lincoln, goes Thais Preble’s infinite composure. 

Martha Cook, her well-worn Dartmouth path to Jean Ford. 

Elaine del Castillo, in order to carry on that infectious giggle, bequeaths 
it to Eleanor Plumb. 

Betty Woodruff, her guiding hand to next year’s Council President. 

Evelyn Pcrter, ten easy lessons on how to prepare for the future. 

Nancy Lawder, her “I-Want-to-be-an-Act.ress” ideals to Shirley Collette. 

Gwen Brocklehurst bestows her dancing ability upon Carolyn Minor. 

Jane Wescott, her unique definition of sentence-structure to Mary Ellen 
Winship. 

Connie Qua, her enigmatic manner to the irrepressible Katherine Wood. 

Dot Bezanson leaves her industrious ways to the Juniors, to be taken as 
weekly injections next year. 

To Polly Lodge go Janet Hollister’s beloved boots and saddle. 

Ann Louise Scarritt leaves her modesty to Julie Van Vliet. 

Pat Emison, her athletic prowess to Joan Thomas. 

Charlotte Hood, her knowledge of test-tubes and flasks to Einstein. 

Dot Young leaves her budget problems to F. D. R. 

Jane Boyer, her prized corner seat to whatever Junior may have been 
casting longing eyes toward it these past months. 

Tish Payne, her irrestistible temptation for fatty foods to Barbara 
Johnson. 

To Marjorie Ann Proctor goes Charlotte McDowell’s unbounded energy 
for next year ’s swimming meet. 

Sara Goff refuses to leave her Harvard -Yale dilemma to future aspirants. 

Ann Cutler adds her musical notes to those incessant ones of Adelaide 
Richter. 

* ^ ^ # 

We regret we must take with us the checked riding coat which has long 
been a familiar sight on our morning jaunts. 

And for all future Grade Allens, we suggest the continuance of the 
Hollister Humor Club. 

Pat Emison 
Charlotte McDowell 
Ann Louise Scarritt 
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HIGHLIGHTS ON THE CALENDAR 

April 

14th — At St. Anne’s Parish, The Young Peoples’ Society proudly presented 
“Pirates of Penzance” with great gusto! Too bad we couldn’t stay for 
the dance. 

22nd — An original version of “Hamlet” in its entirety was finely portrayed by 
Maurice Evans and his company of English actors. We lucky Seniors! 

28th — To the Orient we sailed with Martin Green and the others of the D’Oyly 
Carte Company in their rhythmic production of Gilbert & Sullivan’s 
“Mikado.” 

30th — Included in some very witty monologues given by Marjorie Moffett was a 
very tragic portrayal of that renowned woman spy, Mati Hari. We were 
all deeply moved. 


May 

5th — “Those poor children must be starving!” This remark was overheard at 
the “Pops” concert in Boston where we endlessly ordered every kind of 
concoction they served — delightful music ! 

14th — A few, short but really inspiring words on the encouragement of prayer 
were given by the Rev. Leslie Glenn of Boston. Immediately afterwards, 
we all prayed it wouldn’t rain for Prom. 



KAVA BASEBALL TEAM 
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17th— Cae is no match for the Kavas — especially that home-run-hitting trio— 
Pat Emison, Ann Scarritt and Jeanne Wise. 

22nd— Remember “The Three Little Fishes?” Cae unearths that old club spirit 
and shows Kava they really have what it takes! 

27th — Several lucky gals tripped over to the Andover-Exeter track meet and tea 
dance. Andover certainly came through beautifully ! 

28th — A sextet from the State Normal School harmonized splendidly in varied 
selections ranging from folk songs to old Southern chants. 

29th — “To graduate or not to graduate” — “Gosh, I hope I pass” — all this 
resounded through our corridors. For it was time for Finals ! 

June 

1st — At both our Cae and Kava suppers, the presidents of each club were 
rewarded with appreciative gifts. And, oh those onions ! 

3rd — We had our annual picnic at “Singing” Beach— wonderful food, wonder- 
ful water, wonderful sand — and WONDERFUL sunburns! 

6th — With mingled tears and joy, the Seniors parted from their Alma Mater. 
We all scattered to the four corners of the earth with many promises of 
summer visits. School was over ! 

FOUNDER’S DAY 

On Monday, May 8th, was celebrated Founder’s Day and the whole school 
turned out to welcome the alumnae back to Rogers Hall. 

The activities got under way with the usual basketball game in which the 
school won after considerable merriment on the part of all. We think this a 
grand custom and hope that many more Alumnae-Undergraduate games will be 
put down in the annals of Rogers Hall. 

After a satisfying lunch, everybody gathered in the study-hall to hear 
Mrs. Bruce, who was a member of the class of ’96, the first to be graduated from 
our school. Included in her speech was her tender (and very satisfying) 
memory of a speaker who had called Rogers Hall girls “a garden of rcsebuds.” 
She told of the unladylike sport, bicycle riding, which Miss Rogers frowned upon. 
Sports appeared in the form of brisk wand drills and exercises, or a boisterous 
game of croquet played in heavy, ankle-length skirts. She also gave us a 
panoramic view of the faculty and other school activities before calling our 
attention to the unique and fascinating photographs she had brought with her. 

At 3.00 the water pageant, under the direction of Mrs. Donald Johnson, 
Miss Grace Bull, and Miss Alice Mulcahy, was presented. Odysseus (Jeanne 
Wise) is shipwrecked on the coast of Phoenicia, where he comes upon Narcissa 
(Carolyn Minor) who takes him to the King and Queen. They give him a boat 
and he sails back to his native country. 

Another Founder’s Day is now but a memory and we who are Seniors are 
very eager for the next one to arrive so that we may come back enveloped in our 
Alumnae airs. 


C. Me. D. 
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A BIT FROM “MARY’S” DIARY 


Dear Diary — We had our spring Prom this week-end, and I’ve never had 
such fun ! The dance was held in the dining room — though no one would ever 
have recognized it as such minus the tables and decorated with apple blossoms. 
We ate our supper under the trees and started to dance right afterwards. The 
weather was lovely — despite all weather reports — and with Japanese lanterns 
swinging from the trees it couldn’t have been nicer. The dance was such fun 
that before I knew it, one o’clock had rolled around. Sunday my Date arrived 
as early as he could, and starved to death he was, poor thing. We managed to 
last, however, until time to leave for the Yesper Country Club and dinner. The 
rest of the afternoon passed like the wind, and I certainly was sorry to come to 
the end of such a wonderful week-end. 

P. L. 


BACCALAUREATE 


On Sunday, June 4th, Rogers Hall attended its annual Baccalaureate 
Service at St. Anne’s Church. At 10.45 the soft strains of the chimes pealed 
out and Reverend Packer was ready to present his sermon to the eager audience. 
His topic, “Moving Mountains,” greatly impressed the Rogers Hall girls and 
his helpful advice lingered with them even as they marched two by two from the 
crowded chapel. 

E. W. 


GLEE CLUB CONCERT 


Sunday afternoon, June 4th, brought forth the annual concert by our 
budding musicians. After several selections by the Glee Club, Nancy Robertson 
and Shirley Foster gave us a lovely duet. This was followed by a piano solo by 
Elaine del Castillo — did fingers ever fly so swiftly? Another beautiful solo by 
Nancy Robertson and the concert was closed with selections from Pinafore by 
the Glee Club. 

S. G. 

SENIOR LUNCHEON AND CLASS DAY 

June sixth arrived accompanied by a bevy of “sisters, cousins and aunts,” 
many of whom were present at the much-looked-forward-to Senior luncheon. 
After the guests were seated by an attentive faculty, the activities began. The 
gay tinkling of glasses preceded the songs sung to each trembling Senior as she 
read to an interested audience remarkably witty — not to mention subtle — rhymes. 
A general expression of joy circulated when the attractive powder boxes, the 
Undergraduates’ gift to the Seniors, were opened. 

Following Mrs. McGay’s impromptu talk, we soon filled the schoolroom 
where the Class Day exercises were held. Mrs. McGay then awarded the various 
athletic cups to Cae and Kava. Amid violent clapping and choruses of con- 
gratulations the next year’s club presidents were announced — Marjorie Ann 
Proctor for Cae and Carolyn Minor for Kava. 

The awards made were as follows : 




DANCERS IN THE WATER PAGEANT 






SCHOOL NOTES 


33 


Club Awards 

Cae — Hockey 
Kava — Basketball 
Cae — Swimming 
Cae — Riding 
Kava — Baseball 
Kava — Tennis 
Kava — Ping Pong 
Kava — Badminton 

Individual Awards 

Tennis Clip — Patricia Emison 
Posture Cup — Ann Louise Scarritt 

“R. H. ’s” were awarded to the following: 


Kava 

Ann Louise Scarritt 
Carolyn Minor 
June Cunningham 
Jeanne Wise 
Patricia Emison 
Virginia Carman 

The rest of the program was devoted to the reading of the “ air-minded” 
prophecy, the song to each Senior and the amusing Class Will — not to forget the 
“Perfect Senior of the Class of 1939,” comprised wholly of those of us about to 
be graduated and our better points. 

With the tear-enticing Senior Song, Class Day festivities were closed and 
we fixed our focus on the more sober events to come. 

B. W. 


Cae 

Jean Ford 

Marjorie Ann Proctor 
Constance Qua 


REACTIONS OF A PLAYGOER 

The Plaj T : The Ivory Door, by A. A. Milne 
The Occasion: Commencement Play 
The Time: June 5th, at 8.30 P. M. 

Special Mention to : Miss Norris for superb direction 

Miss White for effective scenery 

Kaleidoscope of color and costumes 
Nancy Lawder for a performance to be proud of 

High Points and reactions : 

The first thing we notice is the fact that a mood is set almost instantlv — 
this we attribute no less to Milne ’s excellent writing than to the characterizations 
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of the cast, principally that of King’ Perivale. Before half the play is over, we 
know so much about him — his impulsiveness, his eagerness to know the secret 
which lies behind the door, but, more, his intelligence, kindness, and a certain 
wistful something, which, intangible as it may be, perfects the part. He was a 
most unusual king, sincere and modest, possessing all the attributes which made 
him ‘ ‘ as a king should be. ’ ’ 

But, to be enjoyable, a play must be more than well acted. It must have 
pace, substance, contrast, humor. There are two very amusing scenes, the one 
between Perivale and the Mummer, the other, the argument between the two 
soldiers — “I care not for your liar, but innocent ! No one calls me that and lives.” 
Then there is the unique presentation of an idea. It contains a deeply intriguing 
philosophy, and from this point of view, the secret of the door and the search for 
truth fascinate us as much as they do Perivale. Also, we see superstition and the 
people’s inclination tq disbelieve when Perivale says, “How should they believe 
me when they did not want to believe?” and, “We talk the truth out of every- 
thing.” 

We see Bruno, Captain of the Guard, symbolize the stolid, practical, 
unimaginative qualities in man. He has the vanity of a stupid man risen to 
authority, but also the native humor of his class. And with him, as with all the 
rest — Brand, the Mummer, the Chancellor, Count Rollo — the skillful delineation 
of their egos and vanities gives us the illusion and make-believe that nourish our 
existence. And so we paraphrase Shakespeare to say, “The play’s the thing — 
but it’s the player who gives it life. ” 


THE CAST 


Nancy Lawder a fine piece of work King Hilary and King Perivale 

Shirley Ann Collette a perfect little boy prince Prince Perivale 

Betty Woodruff good body servant, good acting Brand 

Helen Jopson clever and versatile Anna, and the Mummer 

Patricia Ernison appealing Tliora 

Jane Wescott a voice to fit the part The Chancellor 


1 


Atmosphere 

well 
kept 
up 

Gwendolyn Brocklehurst quick change artist Count Rollo 

Carolyn Minor ) / Contrast in \ 

Phyllis Langevin / \ soldier types 


Evelyn Porter., 

Betty Jordan 

Letitia Payne 

Patricia Wilkins. 


Jessica 
Anton 
Old Beppo 
Simeon 
and Bruno 
Titus 
Carlo 


Jean Ford a beautiful princess Lilia 


E. del C. 


COMMENCEMENT 

On June 6th, for the last time, the Seniors enjoyed a part in the time- 
honored customs of Rogers Hall. After the reception in the drawing room, they 
marched up the aisle of the gymnasium to the strains of “Pomp and Circum- 
stance.” They made a charming picture with their white eyelet dresses and 
bouquets of pink roses and delphinium as they were led by their marshal, Jean 
Ford. Preceding them were the marshals, Ruth Hine for Mrs. McGay, Marjorie 
Ann Proctor for the school, and Betty Jordan for the faculty. 
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Following the invocation, the Reverend Boynton Merrill, D. D., pastor of 
the Second Church in Newton, spoke on “Years and Time.” He particularly 
suggested that we be eager and alert toward significant moments in this great 
m 3 r sterious world which is searching for men and women at all times. 

The diplomas were then presented by Mr. Grannis, the President of the 
Board of Trustees, after a brief address to the class. He was followed by Jeanne 
Wise, President of the Senior Class, who presented the gift to the school — a movie 
camera, projector, and screen. Mrs. McGay graciously accepted the gift for the 
Undergraduates and then bade farewell to the Seniors, assuring them a warm 
welcome any time they might return. After the prizes had been awarded, Mrs. 
McGay announcd that our Miss McMillan was leaving the school after twenty- 
nine years of devoted service. 

With the singing of the school song, the Commencement exercises ended 
and the new Alumnae marched from the gymnasium. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 


The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Constance Qua 

Olive Sewall Parsons Honor — Academic 
Nancy Lawder 


Helen Fairbanks Hill Award 
Betty Woodruff 


Scholarship Honor List 

(Average of 85% and above throughout the year) 


Virginia Carman 
Betty DeVof, 
Joan Dursthoff 
Polly Lodge 


Nancy Robertson 
Priscilla Robertson 
Joan Thomas 
Betsy Wenigmann 


PRIZES 


Athletic Cup 
Patricia Emison 

Dramatics 

Nancy Lawder 

Art 

Marjorie Ann Proctor 
Music Appreciation 
Emily Ann Cowles 
Charlotte Hood 

Splinters 

Short Story — Mary Ellen Winship 
Poetry — Adelaide Richter 
Essay — Charlotte McDowell 


C. H. 
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Births 

April 12th — A son, Alan Trull, to Mr. and Mrs. Will G. Brown, (Deborah 
Trull), in Winchester, Mass. 

April 15th — A son, Stephen Warren, to Mr. and Mrs. Wm. W. Smith, Jr., 
(Elizabeth Clifford), in West Medford, Mass. 

June 6th — A daughter, Janet, to Mr. and Mrs. Edward B. Bell, (Elizabeth 
Lee Page), in Lowell, Mass. 


Marriages 

On April 15th, Mable Sheldon to Mr. John S. Cary, in Schenectady, New 

York. 

On April 29th, Jessie Archer to Mr. Herbert E. Randall, at her home in 
Lowell. They are living at 48 Schofield Ave., Dudley, Mass. 

On April 29tli, Barbara Waterman to Mr. Robert P. Burro wes, in Torring- 
ton, Conn. At present their address is Connecticut Junior Republic, Litchfield, 
Conn. 

May 6th, Marion Andrew to Mr. Dermott Scott-Taggart, in Methuen, 
Mass. They are at home at 281 Lynn Shore Drive, Lynn, Mass. 

Mav 8th, Betty Anne Cleveland to Lieutenant Thomas Alexander Hold- 
iman, in Honolulu. 

May 19th, Dorothy DeVoe to Mr. Robert R. Windeler, in New Brunswick, 
New Jersey. They are living in Belle Mead, New Jersey. 

May 20th, Betty Hodskins to Air. Charles Downton, in Springfield, Mass., 
where her address is 10 Sumner Ave. 

May 31st, Mary Gray Wood Walker to Mr. William M. Haynes, of 
Fremont, Ohio. 
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June 10th, Priscilla Robinson to Mr. Parker Dunlap, in Lowell. They 
will live in Manchester, N. H. 

June 10th, Jean Cleaveland to Mr. Herbert P. Almgren, in Springfield, 
They will live at the Rectory School, in Pomfret, Conn. 

June 20th, Evelyn Porter to Mr. Paul E. Tucker, at her home in Lowell. 
Her address will be 109 Summer Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 

July 1st, Virginia Heathcote will be married to Mr. James S. Turner, at 
her home in Westford. 


Elise Keeney announced her engagement in April to Mr. Frederick C. 
Irving, Jr., of Needham, Mass. 

Lucy Wheeler has been elected Treasurer of her Class at Pine Manor for 
the coming year. 

Margaret Macreerv is to be the treasurer of the Junior class at Smith next 

year. 

Founder’s Day was very successfully celebrated this year with the 
customary Alumnae versus School basketball game in the morning, and an 
elaborate water pageant in the afternoon. We had an added attraction this year 
as Mrs. Elizabeth Taylor Bruce, of Plymouth volunteered to tell us about the very 
beginning of Rogers Hall. She graduated in the first class and her anecdotes of 
the early days were most amusing as well as extremely interesting. Among those 
present were Julia Stevens, Madeline Fox Burrage, Juliette Huntress Dowse, 
Jean McGay, Peggy Freshman Hammond, Isabel Nesmith, Dorothy Chisholm 
Van Nest, Sally Foster, Mary Bengcr Drowne, Carol Proctor Butler, Jean Cleave- 
land, Marjorie Allis Streeter, Dorothy Johnson Adams, Mary Murphy, Marjorie 
Wadleigh Proctor, Ruth Grant, Sue Witbeck, Catherine McQuade, Dorothy 
Marden Fairbanks, Mila Lewis Torrey, Virginia Svenson Johnson, Dorothy 
Bramhall Waterhouse, Nancy Lee Hatch, Ethel Shenton Hardy, Marjorie Stover 
Scribner, Barbara Williams, Mary Marvin Laughton, Ardis Williams Hoyt, 
Barbara Marden, Mabel Hall, Mary Elizabeth Stevens, Virginia Fitz Taylor, 
Priscilla Spalding, Betty Hill, Priscilla Freeman, Eleanor Paul, Elizabeth 
Bennett, Dorothy Wadleigh Fox, Eleanor Preston Gifford, Elenora Carpenter 
Jackson, Mary Harriet Worthen, Lillis Towle Jordan, Margaret Smith Godard, 
Barbara Murphy, Helen and Harriet Nesmith. 

A few days before Field Day we bad visits on different days from Peggy 
Fry and her young sister, Eloise Dickey, Cynthia Chisholm, Kathryn Redway 
Brown and Margaret Bigelow McLean. 

On May 10th, Mrs. McGay went to Scarsdale to attend an Alumnae 
luncheon arranged by Katherine Steen Larmon at the Scarsdale Country Club. 
It proved to be one of the most delightful affairs that have ever been given and 
Mrs. McGay had a splendid opportunity to meet many of the alumnae of different 
years. Altogether there were about twenty-five who attended and several others 
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who found it impossible to come at the last minute. After the luncheon Mrs. 
McGay spoke informally to the group telling them about the school and its 
activities. 

Martha Murphy received her degree from Connecticut College in June. 

Constance Winnette finished her course at the New York School of Fine 
and Applied Arts in June. 

Harriet Blaney has completed the one-year course in Secretarial Training 
at the Katharine Gibbs School in Boston. 

Edith Lewis received her degree from Jackson College in June. 


S 

EXCHANGES 

The Rigmarole, Choate School, Brookline, Mass. 

The Tatler, The Madeira School, Greenway, Virginia 
The Blue Pencil, Walnut Hill School, Natick, Mass. 

Cargoes, Kent Place School, Summit, N. J. 

The Clio, Miss Beard ’s School, Orange, N. J. 

The Triangle, The Emma Willard School, Troy, N. Y. 

The Brimmerwrites, Brimmer School, Boston, Mass. 

The Magpie, St. Margaret’s School, Waterbury, Conn. 

The Mirror, Phillips Academy, Andover, Mass. 

Dwightonia, The Dwight School, Englewood, N. J. 

The Bishop, Brooks School, North Andover, Mass. 

The Archon, Governor Dummer Academy, So. Byfield, Mass. 


The Magpie — We enjoy every word ! But isn’t it a bit too serious? What about 
a little humpr? “B. V. N. ’s” editorial was excellent. 

The Rigmarole — Your poetry is grand! “A Dream” and “A Candlelight 
Phantom” were particularly good. What about some constructive 
criticisms on ‘ ‘ Splinters ? ’ ’ 

The Blue Pencil — W e enjoy your magazine and like your book reviews especially. 

The Bishop — Again, what’s wrong with a bit of humor? We agree most heartily 
with J. LeB. T. in his plea for an escape from the ultra-melodramatic. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


LoweW s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson's better fuels 
and better heating service. 


E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Dial 6328 Dial 2-3891 


JEDDO COAL 
CLEERCOAL 
RED SPOT COAL 
FUEL OIL 


NEW ENGLAND COKE 
FRANKLIN COAL 
AMBRICOAL 
RANGE OIL 


COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 


with 


DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 
DELCO AIR CONDITIONING 

LINK-BELT COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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• Merchandise of MERIT only* 



Let's make play 
while the sun 
shines' 

Get out your big-brimmed 
hat and rustle up your shorts. 
Flip a saucy kerchief over 
your curls and hop into the 
rumble seat. But BEFORE 
you depart for worlds un- 
known, DO come and see the 
eye-catching swim suits 'n' 
slacks, shirts 'n' overalls all 
waiting for you in the 

Sun-and-Surf Shop 

Second Floor 


J H^SonJiar£ke, 

•Merchandise of MERIT only* 
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COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

FAMILY GROCERS SINCE 1831 

Famous lor 

GOOD FOODS 
DELICACIES 
SALTED NUTS 
CANDIES 
GIFT BOXES 

COLLEGE SPREAD BOXES 

Ask for Our Catalogue, "The Epicure” 
ires KENMORE 7600 — LONGWOOD 1300 

MAIL. ORDERS WE SHIP EVERYWHERE 
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FOR “GIFTS” FOR ANY PURPOSE 

Try Our “NEW GIFT CENTER” 

GIFT SHOP (2nd Floor) 


Prescott Street at Central 





u Say it with Flowers ” 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


INSURANCE 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 
Telephone Lowell 6838 
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Compliments of 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

MANUFACTURED ICE NATURAL 

• 

COAL - N. E. COKE - CLEERCOAL - FIREPLACE WOOD 
HEATING OILS - AUTOMATIC COAL STOKERS and the 
PROPER KIND OF PREPARED DRY STOKER COAL 
Air Conditioned Refrigerators 

• 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

TELEPHONE 5476 



Compliments of the 

MITCHELL RIDING CLUB 


BILLERICA, MASS. 
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CANDY ■ FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 

CATERING ANYWHERE IN NEW ENGLAND 

At the Clock in the Square 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at 
Prices to Fit Any Purse 

8 

PRINCE-COTTER 

Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 
104 Merrimack St. 


Gowns for Miss and Matron 
Moderately Priced 

KATHERINE C. MACK 

194 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

“A little shop with a sincere 
desire to serve you ” 


W. E. PORTER 

Successor to John A . McEvoy 

OPTOMETRIST 

EYES EXAMINED .\ GLASSES REPAIRED 

68 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

TELEPHONE 3-3681 


Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

Marden & Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 
15 Kearney Square 

COURIER-CITIZEN BUILDING 

LOWELL. MASS. 


Fine Cutlery 

Fire Place Goods 

at 

THE THOMPSON 

HARDWARE CO. 

Tel. 7524 


Compliments of 

GRAHAM R. WHIDDEN 

Insurance Agency 

45 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 

Tel. 3-0831 
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ALL HEATED CARS OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 

DEPOT TAXI 

tel 6861 


MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 

PROMPT, COURTEOUS SERVICE Subsidiary of Diamond Taxi 


Compliments of 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER 
COMPANY, INC. 

Producers and Distributors 
of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 
24 Prescott Street 


BIRD 

NcpomscT 

PRODUCTS 



Established 1898 Telephone 2-4771 

Douglas & Company 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE 
and METAL 

ROOFING 


CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 
Dealers in Coal Tar, Pitch and All Kinds 
of Roofing Material 

“Approved Bird Roofer ” 

147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

'Vivian s Beauty Salon 

103 CENTRAL STREET 
3-3672 


Honest to Goodness Home Cooked Food 

CAKES, COOKIES, LITTLE JUICY PIES, 
(De-starched) ROASTED JUMBO PEANUTS, 
MRS. HYLAN’S CANDY 

at 

LOWELL WOMEN'S 
EXCHANGE & RENDEZVOUS 
Tel. 2-2531 24 Middle St. 

“ The Bread of Others is Sweet” 


Winchester Laundry 
60 PUFFER STREET 
2-6231 
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NINETY-NINE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Fountain Pens 

Greeting Cards 

Kodaks 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, 

MASS. 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

LULL & HARTFORD 

LOWELL HEADQUABTEBS FOB 

SPORTING GOODS 

SINCE 1832 

SKIS and SKIING EQUIPMENT 

Sold and Serviced by Experts 

CLOTHING and UNIFORMS for 

ALL SPORTS 

34 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. 8311 


You ll enjoy shopping 

Now Distributed by the 

Oldest Food Store in 

Lowell 

at 

Cherry 

& 

T. A. WHELAN 

312 Central Street 

Webb’s 
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Bartlett & Dow Co. 

Compliments of 

Hardware Specialties 

JAMES BLACKSTOCK 

Wall Paper Paint 

Wringer Rolls 

& SON 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

TEL. 7593 

Lowell, Mass. 

208 Central St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

for 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

uC Bonded Qleaning ’ 

5 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

Tel. 8404 

Compliments of 

ALBERT BICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

23-25 COMMERCIAL STREET 
BOSTON, MASS. 

Dr. Brendan Leahey 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 
and Eggs 

FRESH FROSTED FOODS 


E. C. PEARSON CO., INC. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

95 BRIDGE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


The Katherine E. Humphrey 
Circulating Library 

All the newest and most popular books in 
fiction and non-fiction 

at 

Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


LOWELL MASS 


Compliments of a 

Compliments of 

FRIEND 

MACARTNEY’S 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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Shawprint Incorporated 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

Printers and Box Makers 
Since 1900 

Telephone 8494 


Compliments of 

zJfCilady Beauty Salon 

45 MERRIMACK STREET 
2-9651 


Compliments of 

Middlesex Supply Co. 

104-110 MIDDLESEX STREET 
532 MERRIMACK STREET 

Telephone 6811 


FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 


“For Your Health' s Sake , Eat 
More Fish” 


w. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 


ALPHONSE DEBAISIEUX 
& CO. 

Formerly for S. E. Snow 

Kalsomining - Whitewashing 
Plastering and Brick Work 

Telephone 5245 

84 WORTHEN ST. LOWELL, MASS. 


STATIONERS 
GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 
PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 


The OUTLET FRUIT CO. 

A. BABIGIAN, Mgr. 

Wholesale Fruit and Produce 

157-161 Market St., Lowell, Mas*. 
Telephone 8417 


Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Telephone 2-6653 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 


Please Patronize 
Our Advertisers 
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